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The Tragedie of 


Wee iy el cP 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Enter Barnardo, and Francifco, two Centinels, 


Bar. Hofe there ¢ 
Fran. Nay anfwere me. Stand and vnfolde your {elfe. 
Bar. Long liue the King, 


Fran. Barnardo, 
Ba, Hee. 
Fran. Youcome moft carefully vpon your houre, 
Bar. Tisnow ftrooketwelfe, get thee to bed Francifcos 
Fran. Forthisreliete much thanks, tis bitter cold, 

AndIam fick at hart. : 
Bar. Haue you had quiet guard ¢ 
Fran. Not amoufeftirring. 
Bar. Well, good night : 

Ifyou doe meete Horatio and Marcellus, 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make haft. 

Enter Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Fran. Tthinke] heare them, ftand ho, whois there ?’ 
Hora, Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Leedgemen tothe Dane, 
Fran. Giueyou good night. 
Mar, O, farwell honeftfouldiers, who hath relieu'd you? 


Fran. Bamnardohath my places giueyou goodnight. Exit Fran. 
Mar. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Mar. Holla, Barnard. 

Bar, Say, whatis Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peece of him. 

Bar. Wicone Horatio, welcome good Marcellus, 
Hora. What, ha’s this thing appeard againe to night? 
Bar. [hauefeene nothing. 

Mar, Horatio faies tis but ourfantafie, 
Andwill not let beliefe take holde of him, 
_ Touching this dreaded fight twicefeeneé of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along, - 
With vs to watch the minuts of this night, 
That ifagaine this apparifion come, 
He may approoue our eyes and {peake toit. 
Hora. Tuth, tuth, twill not appeare. 
Bar. Sit downeawhile, 
And let vs once againe affaile your eares, 
That are{o fortified againft our ftory, 
What we haue two nightsfeene. 
Hora. Well, fitwe downe, 
And let vs heare Barnardofpeake of this. 
Bar. Laftnight of all, 
When yond fame ftarre thats weaftward from the pole, 
Had made his courfet’'illume that part of heauen 
Where nowit burnes, Marcellus and my felfe 
The bell then beating one. 
Enter Ghoft. 
Mar. Peace, breake thee of, lookewhere it comes againe. 
Bar. Inthe fame figure like the King thats dead. 
Mar. Thouwart afcholler, {peake to it Horatio. 
Bar. Lookes anot like the King ¢ markeit Horatio. 
Hora. Molt like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder, 
Bar. It would befpoke to. 
Mar. Speake to it Horatio. 
Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this timeof night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 
Inwhich the Maieftie of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march, by heauen Ichargetheehy peake. 
Mar. Itis offended. 


Bar. Seeitftaukes away. 
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Prince o Denmarke. 


Hova. Stay, {peake, {peake, I charge thee fpeake. Exit Ghoff. 


Mar. Tis goneand will not an{were. 
Bar. How now Horatio, youtremble and looke pale, 
Is not this fomthing morethen phantafie 2 
What thinke you- ont? 
Hora. Before my God I might not this belicue, 
Without the fencible and true auouch 
Of mine owne ees. 
Mar. Isit not like the King ¢ 
Hora. Asthou art to thy felfe, 
Such wasthevery Armorhehad on, 
When he the ambitious Norway combated, 
So frownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fleaded pollax on theice, 
Tis ftrange. 
Mar. Thustwicebefare, and iumpat this dead houre, 
With martiall {tauke hath he gone by our watch. 
Hora. Inwhat perticular thought, to workeI know not, 
But inthe groffe and {cope of mine opinion, 
This bodes fomeftrange eruption to our ftate. 
Mar. Good now {it downe, and tell me he that knowes, 
Why this fame ftrikt and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubieét of the land, 
And with fuch dayly coftofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre, 
Why fuchimpreffe of thip-writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuidethe Sunday from theweeke, 
What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the night ioyntlabourer with the day, 
Who ift that can informe mee’ 
Hora. Thatcan]. 
At leaftthewhifper goes fo ; ourlaftKing, 
Whofeimage euen but now appeardtovsy, 
Wasas you knowe by Fortinbraffe of Norway, 
Thereto prickt on bya moft emulate pride 
Dardto thecombat3 in which ourvaliant Hamlet, 
(For fo this fide of ourknowneworld efteemd him) 
Did flay this Fortinbra{fe,who by afeald compact 
Well ratified by lawe and heraley 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he ftood {eaz’d of, to the conquerour. 
Acgainft thewhich a moitie competent 
Ws gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the mheritance of Fortinbraffe, 
Had he bin vanquither ; as by thefame comart, 
And carriage of the article deffeigne, 
His fell to Hamlet ; now Sir, young Fortinbraffe | 
Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 
Hath in theskirts of Norway heere and there 
Sharkt vp a lift of lawelefle refolutes 
For foode and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a {tomacke in’t, which is no other 
Asit doth well appeare vnto our {tate 
But to recouerof vs by {trong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thofeforefaid lands 
So by his father lofts and this I takeit, 
Isthe maine motiue of our preparations 
Thefource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this poft haftand Romadge in the land. 

Bar, {thinkeit be noother, but enfo; 

Well may itfort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed throughour watch{fo likethe King, 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hora. A mothicis to trouble the mindes eye: 
Inthe moft high and palmy {tate ofRome, 
Alittle erethe mightieft Iulis fell 
The graues {tood tennatleffe, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibberin the Roman ftreets 
Asftarres with traines of fier, and dewes of blood 
Difatters in thefunne3 and the moiftftarre, 
Vpon whofe influence Neptunes Empier ftands, 
Was ficke almoft to doomefday with eclipfe. 
And cuen the like precurfe of feare euents 
As harbindgers preceading ftill the fates 
And prologue to the Ovex comming on 
Haue heauen and earth together demontftrated 
Vnto our Climatures and countrymen. 

Enter Ghoft. 
But 


Prince of Denmarke. 


But foft, behold, loe where it comes againe 


Ile croffeit though it blaft mee : ftay illufion, It [preads 


his armes. 


If thou haft any found orvfe of voyce, 
Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doeeafe, and grace to mee, 
Speake to me. 
Ifthou art priuie to thy countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd 
Ofpeake: 
Orif thou haft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth 
For which they fay your{pirits oft walkein death. 
Speake ofit, {tay and fpeake, flop it Marcellus, 
Mar. Shall I {trike it with my partizan? 
Hor. Doe ifitwill not ftand. 
Bar. Tis heere. 
Hor. Tis heere. 
Mar. Tis gone. 
Wedoe it wrong being fo Maietticall 
To offer it the fhowe of violence, 
Forit isastheayre, invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 
Bar. [t was about to fpeake when the cock crewe, 
Hor. And thenit ftarted likea guilty thing, 
V ponafearefull fummons ; [ haue heard, 
The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne, 
Doth with his lofty and fhrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre 
Th’extrauagant and erring {pirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obie& made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 
Some fay that euer gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all nightlong, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abraode 

The nights are wholfome, then no plannets ftrike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charme 
B3 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


lowed, and fo eratious is that time. . 
i So haue I rae and doe in part belicueit, 
Butlookethe morneinruffetmantleclad 
Walkes ore the dewe of yon high Eaftward hill 
Breake we our watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vs impart what we hauefeene to night 
Vnto young Hamlet for vppon my life 


... This fpirit dumb to vs, will {peake to him: 


Doe you confent we fhall acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our louss, fitting our duty. 

Mar. Lets doo’t I pray, and [ this morning knowe 
Where we fhall find him moft conuenient. Exeunt. 


Flori. Enter Claudius, King of Denmarke, Gertvadt he Queene, 
Counfaile : as Polonius, and bis Sonne Laertes, . 
Hamlet, Cum Als. 


Claud, Though yet of Hamlet our dearebrothers death 
Thememorie be greene, and thatit vs befitted 
To beare our hartsin griefe,and our whole Kingdome, 
To be contraéed in one browe of woe 
Yet fofarre hath difcretion fo ug ht with nature, 
That we with wifeft forrowe thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of our felues: 
Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
Thimperiall ioyntreffe to this warlike fate 
Haue we astwere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, anda dropping eye, 
With mirth in funerall, and with dirdgein marriage, 
Inequall {cale waighing delight and dole 
‘Taken to wife: nor haue weheerein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
Wich this affaire along(for allourthankes) 
Now followes that you knowe young Fortinbraffe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be difioynt,and out of frame 
Coleagued with this dreame of his aduantage 


Hehath notfaild to peftur vs with meffage 
Importing 


ie anlage ee 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by hisfather, with all bandsoflawe 
‘To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him: 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufines is, we haue heere wnt 
To Norway Wncle of young Fortenbraffe 
Who impotent and bedred {carcely heares 
Ofthis his Nephewes purpofe; to fuppreffe 
Hisfurther gate heerein, in that the leuies, 
The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his{ubie&, and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Valtemand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufines with the King, more then thef, cope 
Of thefe delated articles allowe : 
Farwell, and {et your haftcommend your dutie. 
Cor, Vo. Inthat, and all things will we fhowe our dutie. 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartelyfarwell. 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you 
Youtold vs of fome fute what ift Laertes 2 
You cannot {peake of reafon to the Dane 
And lofe your voyces what wold't thou begge Lures, 2 
That fhall not be my offer, not thy asking, 
The head is not more natiue to the hart 
The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth 
Then isthe throne of Denmarketo thy father, 
What would’ft thou haue Laertes ¢ 
Laer. My dread Lord, 
Your leaue andfauour to returne to Fraunce, 
From whence, thoughwillingly I came to Denmarke, 
To fhowe my dutie in your Coronation 3, 
Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againetoward Fraunce 
And bowe them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 
ving Haue you your fathers leaue, what faies Polonius? 
Polo. Hath my Lord wroung from me my flowe leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
V pon hiswill I feald my hard confent, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


I doe befeech you giue him leaue to goe. 
King. Take thy faire houre Leertes, time be thine 
And thy beft graces {pend it at thy will : 
But now my Cofin Hanlet, and my fonne. 
Ham. A little more then kin, and leffe then kind. 
King. Howisitthat the clowdes ftill hang on you. 
Ham. Not {fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
Queene. Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like afriend on Denmarke, 
Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seekefor thy noble Father in the dutt, 
Thou know ft tis common all that liues muft die, 
Pafsing through nature to eternitie. 
Ham, TMaddam, it is common. 
Quee. If it be 
V Vhy feemes itfo perticuler with thee. 
Ham. SeemesMaddam, nay it is, I know not feemes, 
Tis not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
Nor cuftomary fuites of folembe blacke 
Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath 
No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 
Nor the deiefted hauior of the vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes, STS of griefe 
That can deuote metruely, thefe indeede feeme, 
For they are aétions that aman might play 
But I haue that within which paffes fhowe 
Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. 
King. Tis{weete and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your father 
But you muftknowe your father loft a father, 
That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for fome tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowe, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condoleinent, is a courfe 
Of impious f{tubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe, 
It fhowes a will moft incorre&tto heauen 
Ahartvnfortified, or minde impatient 
An vnderftanding fimple and vnfchoold 
For what we knowe muft be, and is as common 


Prince of Denmarke. 


As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 
Why fhould we in our peuifh oppofition 
Takeit to hart, fie, tis afault to heauen, 
A fault againftthe dead, afault to nature, 
Toreafon moft abfurd, whofe commontheame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As ofa A rneeee let the world take note 
You are the moft imediate to our throne, 
And with no leffe nobilitie of loue 
Then that which deareftfather beares his fonne, 
Doel impart toward you for your intent 
In going back to {choole in Wittenberg, 
[tis moftretro gard to our defire, 
And we befeech you bend youto remaine 
Heerein the cheare and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefeft courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Que, Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet, 
I pray thee ftay with vs, goenot to Wittenberg. 

Ham. 1 fhall inall a ee obay you Madam, 
King. Why tis alouing and afaire reply, 

Beas our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come, 
This gentle and vnfore’d accord of Hamlet | 
Sits {miling to my hart, in grace whereof, 
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon to the cloudes fhall tell. 
And the Kings rowfe the heauen fhall brute againe, 
Refpeaking earthly thunder;comeaway. _— Flori{h. Exeunt all, 

Ham. Othatthistoo toofallied flefhwould melt, but Hamlet, 
Thaw and refoluc it felfe into a dewes 
Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 
His cannon gainftfeale flaughter, 6 God, God, 
Howwary, fate, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seemeto meall the vfes of this world ? 
Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden : 
That zrowes to feede, things rancke and grofein nature, 
Poffeflcit meerely that it fhould come thus 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


But two months dead, nay not fo much, not two; 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion to a fatire, fo louing tomy mother, 
That he might not beteeme the winds of heauen 
Vifite eres too roughly, heauen and earth 
Mutt I remember,why fhe fhould hang on him 
Asifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a month, 
Letme not thinke on’t ; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month or ere thofe fhooes wereold 
With which the followed my poore fathers bodie 
Like Nsobe all teares, why fhe 
O God, a beaft that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vncle, 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then Ito Hercules, within a month, 
Ere yet the falt of moft vnrighteous teares, 
Had left the flufhing in her gauled eyes 
She married, 6 moft wicked fpeede;to poft 
With fuch dexteritie to inceftious fheets, 
Jtis not, nor it cannot come to good, 
But breake my hart, for I muft hold my tongue. 
Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 
Hora. Haile to your Lordthip. 
Ham. Lam glad to fee you well ; Horatio, or I do forget my felfe. 
Hora. “The fame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer. 
Ham, Sit my good friend, Tle change that name with you, 


And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? 


Marcellus. 
Mar. My good Lord. 
Ham. Tam very glad to fee you, (good even fir) 
But what infaith make you from Wittenberg? 
Hora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not heare your enimie fay fo, 
Nor fhall you doe my eare that violence 
‘To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againi{t yout felfe, Iknowe you are no truant, 
But what is your affaire in Elfonoure 2 
Weele teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Hora. My Lord, I came to feeyour fathers funeral}. 
Ham. Iprethee doe not mocke mefellowe ftudient, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 
Hora. Indeede my Lord it followed oa Vppon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak’t meates 
Did coldly furnith forth the marriage tables, 
Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen 
Oreuer J had feene that day Horatio, 
My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 
Hora. Where my Lord ¢ 
Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 
Hora. {aw him once, a was a goodly King. 
Ham. Awas aman take him forall in all 
T thall not looke vppon his like againe. 
Hora. My Lord I thinke I faw him yefternight. 
Ham. {faw, who? 
Hora. My Lord the Kingyour father. 
Ham. TheKing my father ¢ 
Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With anattent eare till Imay deliuer 
‘V ppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruile to you. 
Ham. For Gods loue let me heare? 
Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellus, and Barnardo, on their watch 
In the dead waft and middleof the night 
Beene thus incountred, a figurelike your father 
Armedat poynt, exactly Capapea 
Appeares beforethem, and with folemne march, 
Goes flowe and {tately by them 5 thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within his tronchions length, whilft they diftil’d 
Almoftto gelly, with the a& of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him; this tome 
In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did, 
And J with them the third night kept thewatch, 
Whereas they had deliuered lh in time 
Forme of the thing, each word madetrue and good, 


The Apparifion comes : I knewe your father, 
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The T ragedte of Hamlet 


Thefe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watch 
Ham, Did you not f{peaketo it ¢ 
Hora. My Lord I id, 

But anfweremade it none, yet once methought 

It lifted vp it head, and did addreffe 

Tt felfe to motion like asit would {peake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crewe loude, 

And at thefound it fhrunk in haftaway 
And vanitht from our fight. 
Ham. ‘Tis very ftrange. 
Hora. As 1 doeliue my honor'd Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
To let you knowe of it. 
Ham. Indeede Sirs but this troubles me, 
Hold youthewatch to night? 
All. We doe my Lord. 
Ham. Arm’d fay you 2 
All. Arm’d myLord. 
Ham. From top to toe ? 
All, My Lord from head to foote. . 
Ham. Then faweyou nothisface. 
Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer vp. 
Hart, What look’t he fro wningly ¢ 
Hora. A countenance more inforrow then in anger. 
Ham. Pale,orred ¢ 
Hora. Nay very pale. 
Ham, And fixthiseyes vpon you ? 
Hora. Moft conttantly. 
Ham. Y would Lhad beene there. 
Hora. It would haue much amaz’d you. 
Han. Very like, ftayd it long ? 
Hora. While one with moderate haftmighttell ahundreth 
Both. Longer, longer. ; 
Hora, Not when IJ faw’t. 
Ham. His beard was grifsl’d, no. 


Hora, It was as I hauefeencitin his Jif 
A fable filuer’d. Hine 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Ham, Twill watch to nigh 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. I warn’e it will. 

Ham. \fitafTume my noble fathers perfon, 
Tle fpeake to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peacesI pray you all 
If you haue hetherto coniceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence ftill, 
And what fomeuer els fhall hap to night, 
Giue itan vnderftanding but no tongue, 
I will requite your loues, fo farre you well : 
Vppon the platforme twixt a leauen and twelfe 
Tle vifite you. 

All. Our dutie to your honor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues, as mine to yau, farwell, 
My fathers {pirit (in armes) allis not well; 
I doubtfome foule play, would the night were come, 
Tillthen fit {till my foule, fonde deedes-will rife 
Thoughall the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes, and Opheliahis Sifter. 

Lar, My nec effaries are inbarckt, farwell, 
And fifter,as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in afsiftant doe not fleepe 
But let me heere from you. 

Opbe. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer, For Henlet, and thetrifling of his fauour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood 
A Violet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fweete, not lafting, 
The perfume and fuppliance of a minute. 
No mote. 

Ophe. No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 
For nature creflant does not growe alone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the minde and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhapes he loues you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmirch 
The vertue of his will, but you muft feare, 


C3 


Exit. 
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The T ragedte of Hamlet 


His greatnes wayd, his willis not his owne, 
He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, 
Carue for himfelfe, for on his choife depends 
The fafty and health of this whole ftate, 
And therefore mutt his choife be circumfcribd 
Vnto the voyce and yeelding of thatbody 
Whereof he is the head, then if he faies he loues you, 
It fits your wifdome fo farreto belieue it 
As he in his particuler a& and place 
May giue his faying deede, whichis no further 
Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then way what loffe your honor may fuftaine 
If with too credent eare you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your hart, or your chaft treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 
Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare fifter, 
And keepe you in the reare of your affection 
Out of the fhot and danger of defire, 
‘« Thecharieft maide is prodigal! inough 
If fhe vnmaske her butie to the Moone 
“ Vertueit felfe (capes not calumnious ftrokes 
‘The canker gaules the infants of the {pring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclofd, 
And in the morne and liquid dewe of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moftiminent, 
Be wary then, beftfafety lies infeare, 
Youth to it felfe rebels, though non els neare. 
Ophe. I fhall the effeét of this good leffon keepe 
As watchman to my hart, but good my brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious paftors doe, 
Showe me the ftep and thorny way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and reckles libertine 
Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalience treads. 
And reakesnot his ownereed. Enter Poloniius. 
Laer. O feare me not, 
I {tay too lone, but heere my father comes 
A double blefsing, is adouble grace, 


Occafion {miles vpon afecond leaue. 
Pol. Y et heere Lacrte:¢'a bord-> bord for hame, 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Thewind fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 
And you are {tayed for, there my blefsing with thee, 
And thefe fewe precepts in thy memory 
Looke thou charaéter, give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproportion’d thought his a&, 
Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 
Thofe friends thou haft, and their a doption tried, 
Grapple them vnto thy foule with hoopes of fteele, 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht vnfledgd courage, beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell, but being in, 
Bear't that th’oppofed may beware of thee, 
Giue euery man thy eare, but fewe thy voyce, 
Take each mans cenfure, but referue thy iudgement, 
Coftly thy habite as thy purfe can by, 
But not expreftin fancy rich not gaudy, 
For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man 
And they in Fraunce of the beftranck and ftation, 
Or of amoft feleét and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nora lender boy, 
For loue oft loofes both it felfe, and friend, 
And borrowing dulleth edge of hufbandry 5 
This aboue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it mutt followe as the night the day 
Thoucanf{t not then be falfe to any man: 
Farwell, my blefsing feafon this in thee. 
Laer, Mofthumbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 
Pol. The time inuefts you goe, your feruants tend, 
Laer. Farwell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue fayd to you. 
Ophe. Tisinmy memory lockt 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key of ir, 
Laer, Farwell. Exit Laertes. 


Pol, Whatilt Opheliahe hath fayd toyou? 


Ophe. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 


Pol. Marry well bethought 
Tis tolde me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haueof your audience beene moftfree and bountious, 
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The T ragedie of Hamlet 


Tfit be fo, as fo tis putonme, 
And that in way of caution, I mufttell you, 
You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor, 
What is betweene you giue me vp thetruth, 
Opbe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe€tion to me. 
Pol. AffeGtion, puh, you fpeake like a greene girle 
Vnififted in fuch perrilous circumftance, 
Doe you belieue F 


is tenders as you callthem ? 
Opbe. I doe not knowe my Lord what I fhould thinke. 
Pol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your felfea babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
Which are not fterling, tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phrafe 
Wrong it thus) you tender mea foole. 
Ophe. ap Lord he hath importun’d me with loue 
In honorable fafhion. 
Pol. J, fafhion you may callit, go to, 20 to. 
Ophe. And hath gjiuen countenance to his {peech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 
Pol. 1, {prings to catch wood -cockes, I doekriowe 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extin@ in both 
Fuen in their promife, as it is a making 
You muft nottake for fire, from this time 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then acommaund to parle ; for Lord Hanlet, 
Belieue fo much in him that he1s young, 
And with a larger tider may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in fewe Ophelia, 
Doenotbelieue his vowes, for they are brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftments fhowe 
But meerc imploratotors of vnholy fuites 
Breathing like fantified and pious bonds 
The better to becuide : this is for all, 
T would not in plaine tearmesfrom this time foorth | 


Haue 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Haueyou fo flaunder any moment leafure 
Asto giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 
Looketoo’t I charge you, come your wayes. 
Ophe. I fhall obey my Lord. Excunt, 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio and Marcellus, 

Ham. The ayre bites fhroudly, it is very colde. 

Hora. It is nipping and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Hora. [ thinke it lackes of twelfe. 

Mar. No, itis ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeedes | heard it not, it then drawes neere the feafon, 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke A flovifh of trumpets 
What does this meane my Lord? and 2. peeces goes of. 

Han, The King doth wake to night and takes his rowle. 
Keepes waffell and thefwag gring vp-fpring reeles : 
And as he draines his drafts of Rennifh downe, 

The kettle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora, Isitacuftome? 

Ham. I marry iff, 
But to my minde, though] am natiue heere 
And tothe manner borne, it isa cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 
This heauy headed reueale eaft and weft 
Makes vstraduft, and taxed of other nations, 
They clip vs drunkards, and with Swinith phrafe 
Soy le our addition, and indeedeit takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marrow of our attribute, ; 
So oft it chaunces in particuler men, 
That for fome vicious mole of naturein them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guilty, 
(Since nature cannot choofe his origin) 
By their ore~grow’th of fome complextion 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon, 
Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of es defect 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, 
His vertues els be they as pureas grace, 

As infinite as man may vndergoe, 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram of eale 
Doth all the noble fubftance of adoubt 

To his owne {candle. 


Enter Ghoft. 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs : 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d, 
Bring with thee ayres from heauen, or blafts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 

Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionable fhape, 
That I will fpeake tothee, Ile call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mee, 
Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones.hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements? why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes, 
To caftthee vp againe ? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleat fteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 
Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 
So horitdly te fhake our difpofition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, 
Say why isthis, wherefore, what fhouldwedoe? —_Becins, 
Hora. It beckins you to goe away withit 
As if itfome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 
Mar. Looke with what curteous a@tion 
Tt waues you to a more remooued ground, 
But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. N a y no meanes. 

Ham. It willnot fpeake, then I will followe it. 

Hora, Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why what fhould bethe feare, 

I doe not fet my life ata pinnes fee, 


Prince of Denmarke. 
And for my foule, what can it doeto that 
Being a thing immortall as it felfes 
It waues me forth againe, [lc followe it. 
Hora. What if it tempt you toward the flood my 
Or to the dreadfull fomnet of the cleefe 
That bettles ore his bafe into the fea, 
And there affumefomeother horrableforme 
Which might depriue your foueraigntie of reafon, 
And draw you into madnes, thinke of it, 
The very place puts toyes of de{peration 
Without more motiue, into cuery braine 
That lookes fo many fadomsto the fea 
And heares itrore beneath, 
Ham. It waues me ftill, 
Goe on, Ile followethee. 
Mar. You fhall not goe my Lord, 
Ham. Hold ofyour hands. 
Hora, Be rul’d, you fhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty arture in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue ; 
Stillam J cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen Ile make a ghoft of himthatlets me, 
I fay away,goe on, Ile followe thee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet, 
Hora. He waxes defperate with imagion. 
Mar. Lets followe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hora. Haue after, to what iffue will this come 2 
Mar. Something is rotten in the {tate of Denmarke. 
Hors. Heauen will dire it. 
Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exeunt. 


Enter Ghoft, and Hamlet. 
Han, Whether wilt thou leade me, fpeake,Tle goeno further, 
Ghoft, Marke me. 
Ham, Iwill. 
Ghoft. My houreis almoftcome 
When Ito fulphrus and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 
Ham, Alas poore Ghoft. 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


Ghoft. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall vnfold. 
Ham. Speake, lam bound to heare. 
Ghof}. So art thou to reuenge, when thou fhalt hear 
Ham. What? 
Ghoft. Lam thy fathers fpirit, 
Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 
And for ue day confind to faftin fires, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away - but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon houfe, 
I could atale vnfolde whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like {tars {tart from their {pheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particuler haire to tand an end, 
Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpentine, 
But this eternal] blazon muft not be 
To eares of fleth and blood, lift, lift, 6 lift: 
If thou did’ft euer thy deare father loue. 
Ham, O God, 
Ghoft. Reuenge his foule, and moft ynnaturall murther, 
Ham. Murther. 
Ghoff, Murther moft foule, as in the beft itis, 
But thismoftfoule, ftrangeand vnnaturall. 
Ham, Haft meto know’, that I with wings as {wift 
As meditation, ot the thoughts of loue 
May {weepeto my revenge. 
Ghoft. 1 find thee apt, 
And duller fhouldft thou bethen the fat weede 
That rootes it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 
Would '{tthou not fturre in this snow Hamlet heare, 
Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 
A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eare of Denmarke 
Is by aforged proceffe of my death 
Ranckely abufde: butknowethou nobleYouth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 


Ham. O my propheticke foule ! my Vicle¢ 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Ghof. {that inceftuous, that adulterate beaft, 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trayterous gifts, 
O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
Soto feduce; wonneto his fhamefullluft 
The will of my moftfeeming vertuous Queene; 

O Hamla,what falling off wasthere 

From me whofeloue was of that dignitie 

That it went hand in hand, euen with the vowe 

I made to herin marriage, and to decline 

V ppon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 
To thofe of mine 3; but vertue as it neuer will be mooued, 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heauen 
So but though to a radiant Anglelinckt, 

Will fort it felfein a celeftiall bed 

And pray on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I fentthe morning ayre, 
Briefe let me be 5 fleeping within my Orchard, 
My cuftomealwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre, thy Vneleftole 

With iuyce of curfed Hebonain a viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure 
Theleaprous diftilment, whofe effe& 

Holds fuch an enmitie with blood of man, 

That fwitt as quickfiluer it courfes through 

The naturall gates and alliesofthe body, 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poi ele 

And curde like eager droppings into miike, 

The thin and wholfome blood; fodid it mine, 
Andamolftinftanttetter barckt about 

Mott Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 

All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht, 
Cut off euen in the bloffomes of my finne, 
Vnhuzled, difappointed, vnanueld, 

No reckning made, but fent to my account 
Withall my imperfeétions on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible, moft horrible. 
Ifthou haft nature in thee beare it not, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Let not the royall bed of Denmarke be 

A couchforluxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this act, 

Tain’t not thy minde, nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue herto heauens 
And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fting her, fare thee well at once, 
The Gloworme fhewes the matine to be neere 
And gines to pale his vneftectuall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, rememberme. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauen, 6 earth, what els, 
And thall Icoupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hare, 
And you my finnowes, growe not inftant old, 

But beare me {wiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memory holds afeate 
Inthis diftraéted globe, remember thee, 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

le wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

All fawes of bookes, all formes, all preffures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

And thy commandement all alone {hall liue, 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine, 
My tables, meet itis [fet it downe 

That one may {mile, and {mile, and be a villaine, 
At leaft lamfure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word, 

Tt is adew ,adew, remember me. 

J haue fworn't. 


Enter Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Hara. My Lord, my Lord, 
Mar. Lord Hamlet. 
Hora. Heauens fecure him. 
Ham. Sobeit. 
Mar. Tllo, ho, ho, my Lord, 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Mar. How i'{t my noble Lord ? 
Hora. What newes my Lord ¢ 
Ham. O, wonderfull. 
Hora. Good my Lord tell it. 
Ham. No, you will reueale it. 
Hora. Not I my Lord by heauen. 
Mar. Nor] my Lord. 
Ham. How fay you then, would hartofman once thinke it, 
But you'le be fecret. 
Booth. [by heauen. 
Ham. There’s neuer a villaine, 
Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 
Hora. ‘There needesno Ghoft my Lord, comefrom the graue 
To tell vsthis. 
Ham. Why right, you arein the right, 
And {fo without more circumftance at all 
Tholdit fit that we fhake hands and part, 
You, as your bufines and defire fhall poyntyou, 
For euery man hath bufines and defire 
Such as itis, and for my owne poore part 
I will goe pray. 
Hora. Thefeare but wilde and whurling wordsmy Lord. 
Han. Lam forry they offend you hartily, 
Yes faith hartily. 
Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 
Ham. Yesby Saint Patrick but there is Horatio, 
And much offence to, touching this vifion heeres 
Itis an honef{t Ghoft that let me tell you, 
For your defire to knowe what is betweene vs 
Oremaftret as you may, and now good friends, 
As you are friends, {chollers, and fouldiers, 
Giue me one poore requeft. 
Hora. What °ft my Lord, wewill. 
Ham. Neuermake knowne what you haue feeneto night. 
Booth. My Lord we will not. 
Ham. Nay but{wear’t. 
Hora. Infaith my Lord not I. 
Mar. Nor I my Lord in faith. 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


Ham. V pponmy fword. 
Mar. We haue fworne my Lord already. 
Ham, Indeede vppon my {word, indeed. 


Ghokt cries vnderthe Stage. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay ft thoufo, art thou there trupenny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellowe in the Sellerige, 
Confent to fweare. ) 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you hauefeene 
Sweare by my {word. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hic, & vbique, then weele {hift our ground : 
Come hether Gentlemen 
And lay your hands againe vpon my {word, 

Sweare by my {word 
Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard. 
Ghof. Sweare by his fword. 
Ham. Wellfayd olde Mole,can’ft worke it’h earth fo faft, 
A worthy Pioner, once more remooue good friends. 
Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a {tranger giue it welcome, 
There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream’t of in your philofophie, but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe youmercy, 
( How ftrange or odde fo mere [ bearemy felfe, 
As I perchance heereafter fhall thinke meet, 
To put an Anticke difpofition on 
That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer fhall 
With armes incombred thus, or this head fhake, 
Or by pronouncing of fomedoubtfull phrafe, 
As well, well, we knowe, or we could and if we would, 
Orif we lift to fpeake, orthere be and if they might, 
Orfuch ambiguous giuing out, to note 
‘That youknowe ought of me,this doe {weare, 
So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpeyou. 
Ghoft. Sweare. 
Ham, Rett, re{t, perturbed {pirit : fo Gentlemen, 
Withall my loue ] doe commend me to you, 


And 


Prince of Denmarke. 


And what fo poorea man as Hum/et is, 
May doe t’expreffe his loueand frending to you 
God willing fhall not lack, let vs goe in together, 
And {till your fingers on your lips] pray, 

The timeis out of ioynt, 6 curfed fpight 

That ever I was borne to fet it right. 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt. 


Enter ola Polonius, with his man or two. 
Pol. Giue him this money, and thefe notes Reynaldo: 
Rey. I will my Lord. 
Pol. You bhall doe meruiles wifely good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire 
Of his behauiour. 
Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Mary well {aid, very well faids looke you fir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Parris, 
And how, and who, what meanes, and where they keepe, 
What companie, at what expence, and finding 
By this encompafment, and drift of queftion 
That they doe know my fonne, come you more neerer 
Then your perticuler demaunds will tuch it, 
Take you as t were fome diftant knowledge of him, 
Asthus, I know his father, and his friends, 
And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 
Rey. I,very well ray Lord. 
Pol. Andin part him, but you may fay, not well, 
Buty’ft be he I meane, hee’s very wilde, 
Adifed fo and fo, and there puton him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry nonefo ranck 
As may difhonour him, take heede of that, 
But fir, {uch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, 
As ate companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and libertie, 
Rey, As gaming my Lord, 
Pol, 1, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goefo far. 
Key. My Lord, that would difhonour him, 
Pot. Fayth as you may feafon it in che charge. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


You muft not put another fcandell on him, 
That heis open to incontinencie, 
That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quently 
That they may feeme the taints of libertie, 
The flath and out-breake of a fierie mind, 
A {fauagenes in vnreclamed blood, 
Of generall affault. 
Rey. But my good Lord. 
Pol, Wherefore fhould you doe this? 
Rey. Imy Lord, Iwould know that. 
Pol, Marry fir, heer’s my drift, 
And Ibelieue itis a fetch of wit, 
You laying thefe flight fallies on my fonne 
Astwerea thing alittle foyld with working, 
Marke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found 
Hauing euer feene in the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be affur'd 
He clofes with youin this confequence, 
Good fir, (or f0,) or friend, or gentleman, 
According to the phrafe, or the addiftion 
Of man and country. 
Rey. Very good my Lord, , 
Pol, And then fir doos a this, a doos, what was I about to fay? 
By the maffe I was about to fay fomething, 
Where did Lleaue ? 
Rey. At clofesin the confequence. 
Pol, At clofesinthe confequence, I marry, 
He clofes thus, I know the gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday, or th’other day, 
Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and as you fay, 
There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe, 
There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
J faw him enter fuch a houfe of fale, 
Videlizet, a brothell, or fo foorth, fee you now, 
Your bait of falfhood take this carpe of truth, 
And thus doe we of wifedome, and of reach, 
With windleffes, and with affaies of bias, 
By indire tions find directions out, 
So by my former le€ture and aduife 


Shall 
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Shall you my fonnes you haue me, haue you not? 
Rey. My Lord, haue. 
Pol, God buy ye, far ye well, 
Rey. Good my Lord. 
Pol, Obferue his inclination in your felfe. 
Rey. I hall my Lord. 
Pol. And let him ply his mufique. 
Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey, 


Enter Opheta. 


Pol, Farewell. How now Ophelia, whats the matter 2 
Oph. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue beene fo afhighted, 


Pol, With what ith name of God ? 
Ophe. My Lord, as I wasfowing in my cloffet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all ynbrac’d, 
No hat vpon his head, his ftockins fouled, 
Vongartred, and downe gyued to hisancle, 
Pale ashis fhirt, his knees knocking each others 
And with alooke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been loofed out of hell 
To fpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 
Pol, Mad for thy loue ? 
Oph. My lord I doe not know, 
But truly I doe feare it. 
Pol, What faid he? 
Oph. Hetooke me by the wrift, and held mehard, 
Then goes he to the length ofall his arme, 
And with his other hand thus ore his brow, 
He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
Asa would draw it, long ftayd he fo, 
At laft, a little fhaking of mine arme, 
And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, , 
He raifd a figh fo pittious and profound 
Asit did feeme to fhatter all his bulke, 
And end his beeing ; that done, he lets me goe, 
And with his head ouer his fhoulder turn'd 
Hee feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adoores he went without theyr helps, 


And to the laft bended their lighton ie 
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Pol. Come, goewith mee, J will goe feeke the King, 
This ts the very extacie of loue, 
Whole violent propertie fordoos it felfe, 
And leades the will to defperat vindertakings 
As oftas any pafsions vnder heauen 
That dooes affi& our natures: Lam forry, 
What, have you giuen him any hard wordsof late ? 
Oph, No my good Lord, but as you did commaund 
I did repell his letters, and denied 
His acceffe to me. 
Pol, That hath made hrm mad. 
Tam forry, that with better heede and iudgement 
Thad not coted him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wrack thee, but befhrow my Ieloufie: 
By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our f{elues in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack difcretions come, goe we to the King, 
This muft be knowne, which beeing kept clofe, might moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to ytter loue, 
Come. Exeunt, 


Florife. — Enter King and Queene, Rofencraus and 
Guyldenlerne. 
King. Welcome deere Rofencraus, and GuyldenSterne, 
Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you, 
The need we haueto vfe you did prouoke 
Our haftie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, fo call it, 
Sith nor th’exterior, nor theinward man 
Refembles that it was, what it fhould be, 
More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th’vnderftanding of himfelfe 
I cannot dreame of: J entreate you both 
That beeing of fo young dayes brought vp with him, 
And fith fo nabored to his youth and hauior, 
That you voutfafe your reft heerein our Coutt 
Some litile time, fo by your companies 
To draw him onto pleafures, and to gather 


So 
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So much as from occafion you may gleane, 
Whether ought to vs ynknowne affli€ts him thus, 
That opend lyes within our remedie. 

Quee. Goodgentlemen, he hath much talkt of you, 
And fure Iam, two men there is not lining 
To whomhe mote adheres, ifit will pleafe you 
To fhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

Asto expend your time with vs a while, 
For the {upply and profit of our hope, 
Your vifitation fhall receiue fuch thanks 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Ref. Bothyour Maiefties 

Might by the foueraigne power you have of vs, 
Put your dread pleafures more into commaund 
Then to entreatie. 
Guy/, But we both obey. 
And heere giue vp our felues in the full bent, 
To lay our fernice freely at your feete 
To becommaunded, 
King. Thanks Rofencraus, and gentle GuyldenSterne, 
Luce. Thanks Guyldensterne, and gentle R o/encraus. 
And I befeech you inftantly to vifite 
My too much changed fonne, goe fome of you 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamm/et is, 
Guyl. Heauens make our prefence and our practices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him, 
Quee. I Amen. Exeunt Rol. and Guyld. 
Enter Polomus, 
Pol. Th’embafladors from Wormay my good Lord, 
Are ioyfully returnd, 
King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good newes. 
Pol. Haue I my Lord ? Iaflure my good Liege 
I hold my dutieasI hold my foule, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 
And I doethinke, or els tits braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo fure 
As it hath vfd to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 
King. O {peake of that, that doe Llong to heare. 
Es Pol 
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Pol, Giue firft admittance to th’embafladors, 
My newes fhall be the fruite to that great feaft, 
King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
Hetells me my deere Gertrard he hath found 
The headand fource ofall your fonnes diftemper. 
nee. 1 doubtit is no other but the maine 
His fathers death, and our haftie marriage, 


Enter Emba{fadors. 

King. Well, we thall fift him, welcome my good friends, 
Say Voltemand, what from our brother Worway ? 

Vol. Moft faire returne of greetmgs and defires3 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fuppreffe 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To bea preparation gainft the Pollacke, 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was again{t your highnes, whereat greeu’d 
That fo his ficknes, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbraffe, which hein breefe obeyes, 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 
Makes vow before his Vncle neuer more 
To giue th’aflay of Armes againft your Mateftie: 
Whereon old Norway ouetcome with ioy, 
Giues him threefcore thoufand crownes in.anuall fee, 
And his commifsion to imploy thofe fouldiers 
So leuied (as before) again{t the Pol/acke, 
With an entreatie heerein further fhone, 
That it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downe. 

King, It likes vs well, 
Andat our more confidered time, wee'le read, 
Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufines : 
Meane time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night weele feaft together, 
Mokt welcome home. Exeunt Embaffadors, 
Pol, This bufines is well ended. 
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My Liege and Maddam, to expoftulate 
What maieftie thould be, what dutieis, 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waft night, day, and time, 
Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 
And tedioufnes the lymmes and outward florifhes, 
I will be briefe, your noble fonne is mad: 
Mad call I it, for to define true madnes, 
What ift but to be nothing els but mad, 
But let that goe. 
uee, More matter with leffe art. 
Pol. Maddam, I {weare I vfeno art atall, 
That hee’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty, 
And pitty tis tis true, afoolith figure, 
But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 
Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remaines 
That we find out the caufe of this effect, 
Or rather fay, the caufe of this defea, 
For this effe& defe&tiue comes by caufe - 
Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 
I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine, 
Who in her dutie and obedience, marke, 
Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 
To the CeleStiall and my foules Tdoll, the mo& beau- 
tified Ophelia, that’s an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe, 
beautified is a vile phrafe, but you fhall heave; thus in 
her excellent white bofome,thefe Cc. 
Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 
Pol, Good Maddam {tay awhile, I will be faithful, 

Deubtthou the flarres are fire, Letter, 

Dubt that the Sunne doth moue, 

Doubt truth to be alyer, 

But neuer doubt I lone. 

O deere Ophelia, Lamill at thefe numbers , I haue not art to recken 
my grones, but that I loue thee beft, 6 moft beft belieueit, adew. 
Thine evermore moft deere Lady, whilft this machine is to him. 

Pol. Thisin obedience hath my daughter fhowne me, (Hamlet. 

And more about hath his folicitings 
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As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place, 


All giuen to mine eare. 
King. But how hath fhe receiu’d his loue 2 
Pol. What doe you thinke of me? 
King. Asofaman faithfull and honorable. 
Pol. Lwould faine prouefo, but what might you thinke 
When I had {eene this hote loue on the wing, 
AsI perceiu’d it (I muff tell you that) 
Before my daughter told me, what might you, 
Or my deere Maieftie your Queene heere thinke, 
If I had playd the Deske,or T able booke, 
Or giuen my hart a working mute and dumbe, 
Or lookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 
What might you thinke? no, went round to worke, 
And my young Miftris thus] did befpeake, 
Lord Hamlet isa Prince out of thy ftar, 
This muft not be: and then I prefcripts gaue her 
That the fhould locke her felfe frommher refort, 
Admit no meflengers, receiue no tokens, 
Which done, fhetooke the fruites of my aduifes 
And he repell’d, a fhort tale to make, 
Fell into a fadnes, then into a faft, 
Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes, 
T hence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 
Into the madnes wherein now he raues, 
And all we mourne for. 
King, Doe you thinke this 2 
Quee, Itmay be very like. 
Pol, Hath there been fucha time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 
When it proou’d otherwife? 
King. Notthat I know, 
Pot Take this, from this, if this be otherwifes 
If circumftances leade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hidindeede 
Within the Center. 
King. How-may we try it further > 
Pol. You know fometimes he walkes foure houres together 
Heere in the Lobby. 


Queen, 
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Quee. So he dooesindeede. 
Pol. Atfuch atime, Ie loofemy daughter tohim, 
Be youand | behind an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter, ifheloueher not, 
And be not from his reafon falne thereon 
Let me beno afsiftant for aftate 
But keepeafarme and carters. 
King. Wewilltry it. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Quee. But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away,Idoebefeech youboth away, Exit King and Queene. 
Ilebord him prefently, oh giue meleaue, 
How dooes my good Lord Hamlet? 
Ham. Well, od amercy. 
Pol. Doe youknowe me my Lord? 
Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 
Pol. NotI my Lord. 
Ham. Then] would you were fo honeft a man. 
Pol. Honeft my Lord. 
Ham. Ifirto behoneft as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand. 
Pol. 'That’s very true my Lord. 
Ham, Forif thefunne breede mag gots in a dead dogge , beinga 
good kifsing carrion. Haue youa daughter ¢ 
Pol, Jhauemy Lord. 
Ham, Let her not walkei’th Sunne, conception is a blefsing, 
But as your daughter may conceaue, friend looke to't. 
Pol. How fay you by that, ftill harping on my daughter, yet hee 
knewe me not at firlt, afayd I was a Fifhmonger, ais farre gone, 
andtruly inmy youth, I fuffred muchextremity for loue , very 
neere this . Ile{peake to himagaine. What doe you reade my 
Lord, 
Hem. Words, words, words. 
Pol. Whatisthematter my Lord. 
Ham, Betweene who. 
Pol. Imeanethe matter that youreade my Lord. 
Ham. Slaunders fir; for the fatericall rogue {ayes heere, thatold 
men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrinckled, their eyes 


purging thick Amber,& plumtree gum,& that they hauea Ua 
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tifulllacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which fir 
though I moft Searls and potentlie belieue, yet I hold it nor 

honefty to haue it thus fet downe, for yourf elfe fir fhall growe old 

as Tam:iflike a Crab you could goe backward. 

Pol, Though this be madneffe, yet there is method in’t, will you 
walke out of the ayre my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my graue. 

Pol. Indeedethat’s out of the ayre; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,a happines that often madnef{e hits on, which reafon 
and {andtity could not fo profperoufly be delivered of . I will leaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my leaue of you. 

Ham. You cannot take from mee any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withail : except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter Guylderfterne and Rofencras. 

Pol, Fareyouwellmy Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Pol, Yougoetofeeke the Lord Hamlet, there heis. 

Rof: God faue you fir. 

Guyl. My honor’d Lord. 

Rof. My moft deere Lord. 

Ham, My extent good friends, how dooft thou Guylderfterne ? 

A Rofencraus, good lads how doeyou both ? 

Rof: As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, inthat we are not euer happy on Fortunes lap, 
Weare not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foles of her fhooe. 

Rof. Neither my Lord. | 

Ham. Then you liue about herwaft, orin the middle of herfa~ 

Guyl. Faith her privates we. (uors. 

Ham. \n the fecret parts of Fortune,oh mofttrue,fheis a ftrumpet, 
What newes ¢ 

Rof. Nonemy Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere, but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of friendfhip, what make you at Elfonoure¢ 

Rof. Tovifit youmy Lord, no other occafion. 

Ham. Begger that lam, I am euer poorein thankes,but Ithanke 
you, and {ure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeny: 
were you not fent for ¢ isit your owne inclining ¢ isit a free vifitati- 
on ?come, come, deale iuftly with me,come,come, nay fpeake. 


Guyl, What fhould we fay my Lord ? 
Ham. 
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Ham, Any thing but to’th purpofe : you were fent for,and there is 
akind of confefsion in your lookes, which your modefties haue not 
craft enough to cullour , [know the good King and Queene haue 
fent for you. 

Rof. ‘Towhat end my Lord ¢ 

Ham, That you muft teach me: but let me coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowfhip , by the confonancie of our youth , by the 
obligation of our euer preferued loue; and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall, bee euen and dire& with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you. 

Ham, Nay then J haue an eye of you 7 if youloue me hold not of. 

Guyl. My Lord wewerefent for, 

Ham. will tell you why , fo fhall my anticipation preuent your 
difcouery, and your fecrecieto the King & Queene moult no fea- 
ther, I haue of late , but wherefore] knowe not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of exercifes: and indeede it goes fo heauily with 
my difpofition, that this goodly framethe earth , feemes to mee a 
{terill promontorie, this moft excellent Canopie the ayre , looke 
you, this braue orehan ging firmament , this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire , why it appeareth nothing to me but afoule 
and peftilent congregation of vapoures . What peece of workeis a 
man , how noblein reafon, how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing, how expreffe and admirable in aétion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion,how like a God : the beautie of the world; the 
paragon(of Annimales; and yet to me,what is this Quinteffence of 
duft: man delights not me, nor women neither , though by your 
fmilling,you feeme to fay fo. 

Rof. My Lord, there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham, Why did yee laughthen, when [fayd man delights not me. 

Ro. ‘Tothinke my Lord ifyou delightnot inman,what Lenton 
entertainment the players {hall receaue from you, we coted them 
on the way, and hether are they comming to offer you feruice. 

Ham. Hethat playes the King fhal be welcome,his Maieftie fhal 
haue tribute on me, the aduenterous Knight fhall vfe his foyle and 
target, the Louer fhall not figh gratis, the humorus Man fhall end 
his partin peace, andthe Lady fhallfay her minde freely :or the 
black verfe fhall haultfor’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe youwere wont to takefuch delight in,the Trage- 
dians of the Citty. 
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Ham. How chancesit they trauaile ¢ their refidence both in repu- 
tation, and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinketheirinhibition , comes by the meanes of thelate 
innouafion. 

Ham. Doethey hold the fame eftimation they did when I wasin 
the Citty ; are they fo followed. 

Rof. No indeede are they not. 

Ham, Itis not very ftrange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke,and 
thofe that would make mouths at him while my father lived, giue 
twenty, fortie, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his PiQure 
in little, s’bloud there is fomthing in thismore then naturall, if 
Philofophie could find it out. A Florifh, 

Guyl. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands come 
then, th’appurtenance of welcomes fafhion and ceremonie 5 let 
mee comply withyou inthis garb :let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you muft fhowe fairely outwards, fhould more ap-~ 

earelike entertainment then yours? you are welcome :butmy 
ree lesiacierard Aunt-mother,are deceaued. 
Guyl. Inwhat my deareLord. 
Ham, I am but mad North North weft 3 when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I knowea Hauke, froma hand faw. 
Enter Polonius, 
Pol, Wellbe with you Gentlemen. 
Ham. Harke you Guyldenflerne, and youto, at each earea hearer, 
that great baby you fee there is not yet out of his fwadling clonts. 
Rof: Happily heis the fecond time come to them, for they fay an 
old man istwicea child. 
Han. 1 will prophecy, he comes to tell me of the players mark it, 

You fay Re fir,a Monday morning, t’was then indeede. 

Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tel you: when Roffins was an A@or 
in Rome. 

Pol. The Adtorsare come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol, Vpponmy honor. 

it ids ne each A tor on his Affe. 

Pol, e beftaAors in the world, either for Tragedie, Comed 

Hikory, Paftorall, Paftorall Comicall , Hiftoricall Paftorall, fe eke 


indeuidible, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
indenidible , or Poem vnlimited, Sceneca cannot be too heauy, nor 
Plautustoo light for the lawe of writ, and the liberty : thefearethe 
only men. 

Ham. O Teptha Tudge of Ifraell, what a treafure had’{t thou 2 

Pol. Whatatreafurehad he my Lord? 

Ham, Why one faire daughter and no more, the which heloued 
pafsing well. 

Pol, Stillon my daughter. 

Ham. Am. noti'thrightold Leptha? 

Pol. If youcall me Jeptha my Lord, [hauea daughter that I loue 

Ham, Nay that followes not. (pafsing well. 

Pol. Whatfollowes then my Lord 2 

Haim. Why as by lot Godwot , and then you knowe it cameto 
pafle , asmoft like it was s the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 

{howe you more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players, 

Ham. You are welcome maifters, welcome all, [am glad to fee thee 
well, welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thy face is va~ 
lan& fince I fawthee laft,com’ft thou to beard mein Denmark? 
what my young Lady and miftris , by lady your Ladifhippe is 
nererto heauen , then when I {aw you laft by the altitude ofa 
chopine , pray God your voyce like apeece of yncurrant gold, 

ee not crackt within the ring: maifters you are all welcome, 
weele ento’t like friendly Fankners , fly at any thing we fee, 


weele haueafpeech {traite, come glue vsa taftof your quality, 
comea pafsionate {peech. 


Player. What {peech my good Lord ? 

Ham, Uheard thee {peake mea {peech once,but it was neuer ated, 
or if it was, notaboue once, forthe play I remember pleafd not 
the million,t’was cauiary to the generall,but it wasas I receaued 
it & others , whofe iudgements in fuch matters cried in the top 
of mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the (cenes fet downe 
withas much modeflieas cunning. [remember one fayd there 
were no fallets in the lines , to make the matterfauory , norno 
matter inthe phrafe that might indite the author of affetion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefome as {weete, & by very 
much,more handfome then fine:one {peech in’t I chiefely loued, 
twas Aeneas talke to Dido, & there about of it efpecially when he 
fpeakes of Priams {laughter , ifitliue in your memory begin at 

this line, let me fee, let me {ee,the rugged Pirbut like Thircanian 
F3. beaft 
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bealt, tisnot fo, it beginnes with Pirrbus,therug ged Pirrbus,hewhole 
fable Armes, 
Black as his purpofe did the night refemble, 
When he lay couched in th’omynous horfe, 
Hath now this dread and black compleftion fmeard, 
With heraldy more difmall head tofoote, 
Nowis he totall Gules horridly trickt 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 
Bak’d and empafted with the parching f{treetes 
That lend atirranus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rofted in wrath and fire, 
And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbunkles,the hellith Phirrbus 
Old grandfire Priam feekes 3 fo proceede you. 
Pol. Foregod my Lord well {poken, with good accent and good 
Play. Anonhefinds him, (difcretion, 
Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals, 
Repugnant to commaund  vnequall matcht, 
Pirrhus at Priam drives, in rage ftnkes wide, 
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell (word, 
Th’vnnerued father fals : , 
Seeming tofeelethis blowe. with flaming top 
Stoopes to his bafe; and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes prifoner Pirrbus eare, for loe his {word 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Of reuerent Priam, feem’d i’th ayre to flick, 
So asa painted tirant Pirrbus {tood 
Likea newtrall to his will and matter, 
Did nothing: 
But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 
A filence inthe heauens, the racke ftand fill, 
The bold winds {peechlefTe, and the orbe belowe 
As huth as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Pirrhus paufe, 
A rowled vengeance fets him new a worke, 
And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, 
On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 
With lefleremorfe then Pirrhus bleeding fword 
Now falls on Priam. 
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Prince of Denmarke: 
Out, out, thou {trumpet Fortune, all you gods,’ 
In generall finod take away her power, 
Breake all the{pokes, and follies from her wheele, 
And boule the round naue downe the hill ofheauen 
As loweasto the fiends, 
Pol. Thisistoo long. 
Han, It hall to the barbers with your beard ; prethee fay on, he’s 
for ahizce,ora tale of bawdry, or he fleepes, fay on,come to Hecuba, 


Play. But who, a woe, had feene the mobled Queene, 
Ham. The mobled Queene. 
Pol. That’s good, 
Play Runn starefoote vp and downe, threatning the flames 

With Bifon rehume,a clout vppon that head 

Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a robe, 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp, 

Who this had-feene, with tongue in venom fteept, 

Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon haue pronountt ; 

But ifthe gods themfelues did {ee her then, 

When fhe faw Pirrhus make malicious {port 

In mincing with his {word her hufband limmes; 

The infant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Vnileffe things mortall mooue them not at all : 

Would haue mademilch the burning eyes of heauen 

And pafsion in the gods. 

Pol. Lookewhere he has not turnd his cullour, and has teares in’s 
eyes, prethee no more. 

Ham. ‘Vis well, [le haue thee {peake out the reftofthis foone, 
Good my Lord will you fee the players well beftowed ; doe you 
heare , letthembe well vfed , forthey are theabftra@ and breefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better hauea 
bad Epitaph then their ill report whileyou fiue. 

Pol. MyLord, I will vfethem according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man,much better, vfe euery man after his de- 
fert, & who fhall {cape whipping, vfe them after your owne honor 
and dignity, the leffethey deferue the more merrit isin your boun- 
ty. Takethem in, 

Pol. Come firs. 
Ham.F ollow him friends, weele hearea play to meorronisoiae 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


heare me old friend, can you play the murther of Gonzago ? 

Play. Imy Lord. 

Ham. Weelehateto morrowe night, you could fer neede ftudy 
afpeechof fome dofen lines, or Gxteene lines , which Iwould fet 
downe and infert in’t, could younot ? 

Play. Imy Lord. 

Ham. V ery well,followe that Lord, & looke you mock him not. 
My good friends, Ileleaue youtell night, you are welcome to Elfor 
oure. Exeunt Pol. and Players. 

Rof: Good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ham. 1 {0 God buy to you, nowl amalone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaue am]. 
Is it not monftrous that this player heere 

But ina fixion, in a dreame of pafsion 

Could force hisfoule fo to his owne conceit 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraction in his afpet, 

A broken voyce, an his whole function futing 

With formes to his conceit ; andall for nothing, 

For Hecuba. 

What's Hecuba to him, ot he to her, 

That he fhould weepe for her ?what would he doe 
Had he the motiue, and that for pafsion 

That I haue 2? he would drowne the {tage withteares, 
And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appale the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 

The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake, 

Like Iohn-a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe, 

And canfay nothing; nonot fora King, 
V pon whofe property and moft deare life, 

A damn’d defecate was made :am Ia coward, 

Who cals me villaine, breakes my pate a crofle, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
‘Twekes me by the nofe. giues me the lie i’th thraote 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s’wounds I fhould take it :forit cannot be 

Buc] am pidgion liuerd, and lack gall 

To 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
To make opprefsion bitter, or ere this 

I fhould a fatted all theregion kytes 

With this flaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, 
Remorfleffe, trecherous, lecherous, kindleffe villaine. 

Why what an Affe am I, this is moft braue, 

That I the fonne ofa deere murthered, 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpacke my hart with words, 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe; a ftallyon, fie vppont, foh. 
About my braines; hum, I haue heard, ' 
That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the fcene, 

Beene {trooke fo to the foule, that prefently 

They haue proclaim’d their malefaGtions : 

F or murther, though it haue no tongue will fj peake 

With moft miraculous organ : Ile haue thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father _ 

Before mine Vnele, Ile obferue his lookes, 

Tle tent him to the quicke, ifa doe blench 

I know my courfe, The fpirit that I haue feene 

May bea deale, and the deale hath power 

T’affume a pleafing fhape, yea, and perhaps, 

Out of my weakenes, and my melancholy, 

As he isvery potent with fuch fpirits, 

A bufes me to damne me} Ile haue grounds 

More relative then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein Ile catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 


Enter King, Queene, Polonins, Ophelia, Rofencraus, Guyt- 
denSterne, Lords. 

King. Ancanyou by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion, 
Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof. He dooes confefle he fecles himfelfe diftraed, 
But from what caufe, a will by no tneanes fpeake, 

Guyl. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded, 
But with acraftie madnes keepes aloofe 
When we would bring him on to fome confefsion 
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T he Tragedte of Hamlet 


Of his true {tate. 
Quee. Did he receiue you well? 
Rof, Moft likeagentleman. 
Gayl. But with much forcing of his difpofition, 
Rof. Niggard of queftion, but of our demaunds 
Molt freein his reply. 
Quee. Did you allay him to any paftime? 
Rof. Maddam, it fo fell out that certaine Players 
We ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him, 
And there did feeme in hima kind of ioy 
To heare of it : they are heere about the Court, 
Andas I thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him, 
Pol. Tis moft true, 
And he befeecht me to intreat yeur Maicfties 
To heare and fee the matter. 
King. With all my hart, 
Andit doth much content me 
To heare him foinclin’d. 
Good gentlemen giue him a further edge, 
And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 
Rof. We thall my Lord. Exeunt Rof, & Guyl, 
King. Sweet Gertrard, leaue vstwo, 
For we haue clofely fent for Haw/et hether, 
That he as t’were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia; het father and my felfe, 
Wec'le fo beftow our felucs, that feeing vnfeene, 
We may of their encounter franckly indge, 
And gather by him as he is behaw’d, 
Tft be th’afflition of his loue or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 
2Quee. Thhallobey you. 
And for your part Ophea, I doe with 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnes, fo fhall I hope your vertues, 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 
To both your honours, 
Oph. Maddam, I wifhit may. 
Pol, Ophelia walke you heere, gracious fo pleafe you, 
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We will beftow our feluess reade on this booke, 
That fhow of fuch an exercife may cullour 
Your lowlines3 we are oft tooblame in this, 
Tis too much proou’d, that with devotions vifage 
And pious action, we doe {ugar ore 
The deuill himfelfe. 
King. O tis too true, 
How {mart a lath that {peech doth giue my confcience. 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art, 
Is not more ougly to the thing that helps it, 
Then is my deede to my moft painted word : 
O heauy burthen. 


Enter Hamlet, 
Pol. Thearehim comming, with-draw my Lord, 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion, 

Whether tis noblerin the minde tofuffer __ 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles, 

And by oppofing, end them, to die to fleepe 

No more, and by a fleepe, to fay we end 

The hart-ake, and the thoufand naturall fhocks 
That fleth is heire to; tis a confumation 

Deuoutly to be wifht to dic to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 
For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come 
When we haue fhuffled off this mortall coyle 

Mutt giue vs paufe, there’s the refpect 

That makes calamitie of fo long life: 

For who would beare the whips and {cornes of time, 
Th’oppreffors wrong, the proude mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpiz’d loue, the lawes delay, 

The infolence of office, and the fpurnes 
T hat patient merrit of th’vnworthy takes, 

When he himfelfe might his quietas make 
Witha bare bodkins who would fardels beare, 
To grunt and fweat vnder a wearic life, 
But that the dread of fomething after death, 
The vndifcouer’d country, from whofe borne 
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The T ragedie of Hamlet 


No trauiler returnes, puzzels the will, 
And makes vs rather beare thofeills we haye, 
Then flie to others that we know not of, 
Thus confcience dooes make cowards, 
And thus the natiue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft ofthought, 
And enterprifes of great pitch and moment, 
With this regard theyr currents turne awry, 
Andloofe thename of action. Soft you now, 
The faire Opbeés, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 
Oph. Good my Lord, 
How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 
Ham, Yhumbly thanke you well, 
Oph, My Lord, I haue remembrances of yours 
That J haue longed long to redeliuer, 
I pray you now receiue them. 
Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought, 
Oph, My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich, their perfume loft, 
Take thefe againe, for to thenoble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue vokind, 
There my Lord. 
Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft. 
Oph. My Lord. 
Ham. Are you faire? 
Oph. What meanes your Lordhhip 2 
Ham. That if you be honeft & faire, you fhould admit 
no difcourfe to your beautie. 
Op. Could beauty my Lord haue better comerfe 
Then with honeftie z 
Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will {ooner transforme ho- 
neflie from what it isto abawde, then the force of honeftie can tranf- 
late beautie into his likenes, this was fometime a paradox,but now the 
time giues it proofe, I did loue you once. 
Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me belicue fo. 
Ham, You thould not haue beleeu’d me, for vertue cannot fo 
euocutat our old {tock, but we thallrelith of it, I loued you not, 


Prince of Denmarke, 


Oph. I wasthe more deceiued. 

Ham, Gettheea Nunry, why would’ft thou be a breeder of fine 
ners, [am my felfe indifferent honeft, but yet I couldaccufe mee of 
fach things, that it were better my Mother had not bornemee: Iam 
very proude, reuengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 
then I haue thoughts to put them in, imagination to gitte them fhape, 
or time to a&t them in: what fhould fuch fellowesasI do crauling 4 ‘ 
tweene earth and heauen, wee are arrant knaues, beleeue none of vs, 
goe thy waiestoaNunry. Where’s your father? 

Oph. At home my Lord, 

Ham. Let the doores be fhut vpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owne houfe, 
Farewell. 

Oph, O helpe him you fweet heauens. 

Ham. If thou dooft marry, Ile giue thee this plague for thy dow- 
rie, be thou as chaft as yce, as pure as fnow,, thou fhalt not efcape ca~ 
lumny 5 get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Orif thou wilt needes marry, 
marry a foole, for wife men knowe well enough what monfters you 
make of them: to a Nunry goe, and quickly to, farewell. 

Oph. Heauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham, [haucheard of your paintings wellenough , God hath gi- 
uen you one face,and you makeyour felfes another, you gig & am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures, and make your wan- 
tonnes ignorance ; goe to, Ile no more on’t, it hath made me madde, 
I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married alreadie, all 
but one hall liue,the reft fhall keep as they are: toa Nunry go. Exit. 

Oph. O what a noble mind is heere orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,fouldiers, {chollers, eye, tongue, fword, 
Th’expeAation, and Rofe of the faire ftate, 

The glaffe of fathion, and the mould of forme, 
Thobferu’d of all obferuers, quite quite downe, 

And Iof Ladies moft deie& and wretched, 

That fuckt the honny of his mufickt vowess 

Now fee what noble and moft foueraigne reafon 

Like fweet bells iangled out of time, and harth, 

That ynmatcht forme, and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extacie, 6 wocis mee 

T’hauefeene what I haue feene, fee what fee. Exit, 
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T be Tragedte of Hamlet 


Enter King and Polonius. 
King. Loue, his affeétions doe not that way tend, 
Nor what he {pake, though it lackt forme alittle, 
Was not like madnes, there’sformething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood, 
And I doe doubt, the hatch and the difclofe 
V Villbefome danger; which for to preuent, 
I haue in quick determination 
Thus fet it downe : he fhall with (peedeto England, 
For the demaund of our neglected tribute, 
Haply the feas, and countries different, 
With variable obiedts, fhall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his hart, 
Whereon his braines flill beating 
Puts him thus from fafhion of himfelfe. 
What thinke you on’t? 
Pol. It thall doe well. 
But yet doe I belicue the origin and comencement of his greefe, 
Sprung from negleéted loue : How now Opheha? 
You neede not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 
We hearditall: my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 
Burif you holdit fit, after the play, 
Let his Queene-mother all alone intreate him 


_ To thow his griefe, let her be round with him, 


And Ilebe plac’d (fo pleafe you) in the eare 
Ofall their conference, if fhe find him not, 
T 0 Englanafend him : or confine him where 
Your wifedome bef fhall thinke. 
King. It fhall be fo, 
Madnes in great ones muft not vamatcht goe. Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players, 

Ham, Speake the {peech J pray youas] pronoun’d it to you, trip- 
pingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our Players do, 
Thad asliue the towne cryer fpoke my lines, nor doe not faw the ayre 
too much with your hand thus, but vfe all gently , for in the very tor- 
renttempeft, and as I may fay, whirlwind of your paffion, you muft 
acquire and beget a temperance, that may giue it {moothnefle, dit 
offends mee to the foule, to hearea robuftious perwig-pated fellowe 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


tere a paflion to totters, to very rags, to {pleet the earesof the ground-~ 
lings, vvho for the moft part are capable of nothing but inexplica- 
ble dumbe fhowes, and noyfe: ] would haue fucha fellow whipt for 
ore-dooing Termaganr, it out Herods Herod, pray you auoyde it. 

Player. I warrant your honour. 

Hamlet. Be not too tame neither, but let your owne difcretion be 

your tutor, fute the aQion to the word, the word tothe aion, with 
this fpeciall obferuance, that you ore-fteppe not the modeftie of na- 
ture: Forany thing fo ore-doone, is from the purpofe of playing, 
whofe end both at the firft, and novve, was and is, to holde as twere 
the Mirrour ae nature, to fhew vertue her features {corne her own 
Image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflures 
Now this ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it makes the vnskil- 
full laugh , cannot but make the iudicious greeue, the cenfure of 
which one, muftin your allowance ore-weigha whole Theater of o- 
thers, O there be Players that [haue feene play , and heard others 
prayfd, and that highly, not to {peake it prophanely , that neither hae 
uing th’accent of Chriftians, northe gate of Chriftian , Pagan, nor 
man, haue fo {trutted & bellowed, that I haue thought fome of Na- 
tures lornimen had made men, and not made them well , they imita- 
ted humanitie fo abhominably. 

Player, I hopewe hauereform’d that indifferently with vs. 

Ham, O reformeit altogether,and let thofe that play your clownes 
f{peake no more then ts fet downe for them, for therebe of them that 
wil themfelues laugh, to feton fome quantitie of barraine {peAators 
to laugh to, though in the meane time, fome neceflary queftion of 
the play be pte OMIgT SH that’s villanous, and fhewes a moft 
pittifull ambition in the foole that vfesit: goe make you readie. How 
now my Lord, will the King heare this peece of worke ? 


Exter Polonius, Guyldensterne, ce Rofencrans, 
Pol. And the Queeneto, and that prefently. 
Flam, Bid the Players make haft. Will you two help to haften thé. 
Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt they two, 
Ham, What howe, Horatio. Enter Horatio. 
Hora, Heere {weet Lord, at your feruice. 
Ham, Horatio, thou art een as iufta man 
As ere my conuerfation copt withall, 
flor. O my deere Lord. 
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Nay, doe net thinke I flatter, 
For what aduancement may I hope from thee 
That no reuenew haft but thy good fpirits 
To fecdeand clothe thee, why fhould the poore be flatterd ? 
No, let the candied tonguc licke abfurd pompe, 
And crooke the pregnant hindges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning ; dooft thou heare, 
Since my deare foule was miftris of her choice, 
And couldof men diftinguith her election, 
S’hath feald thee for herfelfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuffring all that fuffers nothing, 
A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thanks ; and bleft are thofe 
Whoke blood and iudgement are fo well comedled, 
That they are nota pype for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftop the pleafe: giue me that man 
That is not pafsions flaue, and I will weare him 
In my harts core; [in my hart of hart 
As I doethee. Something too much of this, 
There isa play to night before the King, 
One f{cene of it comes neere the circunflance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 
I prethee when thou feeft thatacta foote, 
Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vnele, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe ynkennill in one fpeech, 
It isa damned ghoft that we haue feene, 
And my tmaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans {tithy; giue him heedfull note, 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face, 
And after we will both our iudgementsioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming, 

Hor, Well my lord, 
Ifa fteale ought the whilft this play 1s playing 
And {cape dete@ed, I will pay the theft. 


Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drummes, King, Queene, 
Polomus, Ophelia. 
Ham, They are comming to the play. I muft beidle, 
Get 
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Get you a place. 
King. How fares our cofin Hamlet ? 
Ham, Excellent yfaith, 
Of the Camelions difh, I cate the ayre, 
Promifcram’d, you cannot feede Capons fo, 

King. Ihaue nothing with this aunfwer Ham/er, 
Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor minenow my Lord. 
You playd once?’th Vniuerfitie you fay, 
Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A Gor, 
Ham. What did you enaé&? 
Pol. 1 did ena&t Juhus Ca/far, 1 was kild ith Capitall, 
Brutus kild mee. 

Ham. \t wasa brute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfe there, 
Be the Players readie? 

Rof. Imy Lord, they {tay vpon your patience, 

Ger, Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham, No good mother, heere’s mettle more attractive. 

Pol. Oho, doe you marke that, 

Ham. Lady thall Ilie in your lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord, 

Ham. Docyouthinke] meant country matters ? 

Oph. I thinke nothing my Lord, 

Ham, That’s a fayre thought to lye betweene may deslegs. 

Oph, What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. Youare merry my Lord. 

Ham, Who I? 

Oph, I my Lord. 

Hum. O God your onely Tigge-maker, what fhould a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how cheerefully my mother lookes,and my 
father died within’s two howres. 

Oph. Nay, tistwice two months my Lord, 

Ham. Solong, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for Ile hauea 
{ute of fables; 6 ane die two months agoe,and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out-liue his life halfea 
yeere, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or els fhalla {utter 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, for 6, for 
6, thehobby-horfe is forgot, 
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T he Tragedte of Hamlet 


The Trumpets founds. Dumbe fhow followes. 
Enter a King anda Queene, the Queene embracing him, and he her, he 


takes ber vp, and decknes hixhead vpon her necke, he lyes him downe up» 


pena bancke of flowers, fhe feeing him afleepe, leanes him: anon come in an 


other man, takes off his crowne, kiffes it , pours poyfon in the fleeperseares, 
and leanes him: the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes paffionate 
attion, the poy(ner with fome three or fouve come in againe\, JSeeme to con- 
dole with her,the dead body is carried away, the poy(ner wooes the Oueenc 
with oifts, Shee feemes harfh awhile, but in the end accepts lone,” 


Oph. V Vhat meanes this my Lord? | 
Ham, Marry this munching Ads/4co, it meanes mifchiefe. 
Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the play. 
Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe, they'le tell all. 
Oph. Willatell vs what this fhow meant ? 
Ham. I, or any fhow that you will fhow him, benot youafham’d 
to fhow, heele not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 
Oph. You are naught,you are naught,Ile mark the play. 
Prologue. For vs and for our T ragedie, 
Heere ftooping to your clemencie, 
We begge your hearing patiently. 
Ham. \sthis a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 
Oph, Tis breefe my Lord. 
Ham. As womans loue. 
Enter King and Dueene. 
King, Full thirtie times hath Phebus cart gone round 
Neptunes falt wath, and Tellus orb’d the ground, 
And thirtie dofen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties beene 
Since love our harts, and Aymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moft facred bands. 
2uee. So many iourneyes may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count org ere loue be doone, 
But woe isme, you are fo ficke of late, 
So farre from cheere, and from our former ffate, 
That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 
For 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


For women feare too much, even as they loue, 
And womens feare and loue hold quantitie, 
Fyther none, in neither ought, or inextremitie, 
Now what my Lordis proofe hath made you know, 
Andas my loueis ciz’d, my feare is fo, 
Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 
Where little feares grow great, great loue growes there. 

King. Faith I muftleaue thee loue, and fhortly te, 
My operant powers their fun Gions leaue to do, 
And thou fhalt liuein this faire world behind, 
Honord, below’d, and haply oneas kind, 
For husband fhalt thou. 

wee. O confound the reff, 

Such loue muft needes be treafon in my breft, 
In fecond husband let me be accurft, 


None wed the fecond, but who kild the firff. Ham, That’s 
The inftances that fecond marriage moue wormywood 


Are bafe refpeéts of thrift, but none of loue, 
A fecond time I kill my husband dead, 
When fecond husband kiffes mein bed. 

King. 1 doe belieue you thinke what now you {peake, 
But Aes we doe determine, oft we breake, 
Purpofeis but the flaue to memorie, 

OF violent birth, but poore validitie, 

Which now the fruite vnripe {ticks on the tree, 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow bee. 

Moft neceflary tis that we forget 

To pay our felues what to our felues is debt, 

What to our felues in pafsion we propofe, 

The pafsion ending, doth the purpofe lofe, 

The violence of eyther, griefe, or oy, 

Their owne ennaétures with themfelues defiroy, 
Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 
Greefe ioy, ioy griefes, on flender accedent, 

T his world is not for aye, nor tis not {trange, 

That even our loues fhould with our fortunes change: 
For tis a queffion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether louelead fortune, or els fortune loue. 

The great man downe, you marke his fauourite flyes, 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 
And hetherto doth loue on fortune tend, 
For who not needes, fhall neuer lacke a friend, 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Direétly feafons him his enemy. 
But orderly to end where I begunne, 
Our wills and fates doe fo contrary runne, 
T hat our deuifes ftill are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 
uec. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light, 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 
To defperation turne my truft and hope, 
And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 
Each oppofite that blancks the face ofioy, 
Meete what | would haue well, andit defiroy, 
Both heere and hence purfue me lafling ftrife, | Hams. Ifthe fhould 
If once I bea widdow, euer Nhe a wife. breakeit now. 
King. Tis deeply fworne, fweet leaue me heere a while, 
My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
T he tedious day with fleepe. | 
Linee. Sleeperock thy braine, 
And neuer come mifchance betweene vs twaine. Exeunt. 
Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 
Luee. The Lady doth proteft too much mee thinks, 
Flam. O but fhee’le keepe her word. 
King, Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t? 
Ham. No,no,they do but ieft, poyfon in ieft,no offence 1'th world, 
King. What doc you call the play 2 
Ham. The Moutetrap, mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
of a murther doone in Vienna, Gonzagois the Dukes name, his wife 
Baptista, you thal fee anon, tis a knauith peece of worke,but what of 
that ? your Maieftie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not, 
let the gauled Jade winch, our withers are vnwrong. Thisisone Lv- 
csanus, Nephew to the King, 
Enter Lucianus, 
Oph, Youareasgoodas a Chorus my Lord. 
Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your loue 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
If I could fee the puppets dallying. 

Oph. You are keene my lord, youare keene. 

Ham, It would coft you a groning to take off mineedge. 

Oph. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands, Beginne murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Rauen doth bellow 
for reuenge. 

Luc. Thoughts black, handsapt, drugges fit, and timeagreeing, 
Confiderat feafon els no creature feeing, 
Thou mixture ranck, of midnight weedes collected, 
V Vith Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice inueéed, 
Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 
On wholfome life vfurpsimmediatly. 

Ham, A poyfons him rth Garden for his eftate, his names Gonza- 
go, the {tory is extant, and written in very choice Italian, you fhall fee 
anon how the murtherer gets the loue of Gonzagoes wife, 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee. How faresmy Lord? 

Pol, Giue ore the play. 

King. Giue me fomelight, away. 


Pol. Lights, lights, lights, Exeunt all bat Ham. & Horatio. 
Ham. Why let the trooken Deere goe weepe, 
The Hart vngauled play, 


For fome muft watch while fome muft fleepe, 
Thus runnesthe worldaway. Would not this fir & a forreft of fea- 
thers, ifthe re{t of my fortunes turne Turk with me, with prouinciall 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes, get mea fellowfhip in acry of players ? 
Hora. Halfea fhare, 
Ham. A whole onel. 
For thou dooft know oh Damon decre 
This Realme difmantled was 
Of Ione himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
A very very paiock. 
Hora. You might haverymrd. 
Ham. O good Horatio, Ile take the Gholts word for a thoufand 
pound, Did’{t perceiue? 
Hora. Very well my Lord. 
Ham. Vpon the talke of the poy{ning, 
Hor, 1 did very well note him. 
H 3 Ham: 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Ham. Atha, comefome mufique, come the Recorders, 


For ifthe King like not the Comedie, 


Why then belike he likesit not perdy. 
Come, fome mufique, 
Enter Rofencrans and Guyldensterne, 

Guy!. Good my Lord, voutfafe mea word with you. 

Ham. Sir a whole hiftorie. | 

nyl, The King fir. 

Hee I fir, ari of him 2 

Guyl. Isin his retirement meruilous diftempred. 

Ham, With drinke fir? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller, 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould fhewe it felfe more richer to fignifie 
this to the Door, for, for mee to put him to his purgation , would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller._ 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difcourfeinto fome frame, 

And ftare not fo wildly from my affaire, 

Ham. 1am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl, The Queene your mother in moft great affliction of fpirit, 
hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this curtetie is not of the right breede, if 
it {hall pleafe you to make mea wholfome aunfwere , Twill doe your 
mothers commaundement, if not, your patdon and my returne, fhall 
be the end of bufines. | 

Ham, Sir V cannot. 

Ref, What my Lord, 

Ham, Makeyou a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafd, but fir, fuch 
anfwere as Ican make, you fhall commaund, or rather as you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay, 

Rof- Then thus the fayes, your behauiour hath {trookeher into a- 
mazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful fonne that can fo {tonith a mother, butis there 
no fequell at the heeles of this mothers admiration, impart. 

Rof. She defires to {peak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were the ten times our mother, haue youany 
further trade with vs? 

Ro/, My Lord, you once did loue me. 
Ham, And doe {till by thefe pickers and fealers. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Rof- Good my Lord, whatis your caufe of diftemper, you do fure- 

ly barre the doore vpon your owne liberty if you deny your griefes to 
your friend. 

Alam, Sit Viacke aduauncement. 

Rof, How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King him: 
felfe for your fuccefsionin Denmarke. 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Flam. Vfir, but while the graffe growes, the prouerbe is fomething 
mufty, 6 the Recorders, let mee fee one, to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to recouer the wind of mee, as if you would driue 
mc into atoyle? 

Guyl. O my lord,ifmy duty be too bold, my loueis too vnmanerly, 

Ham. | do not wel vnderftand that, wil you play vpon this pipe? 

Gayl. My lord I cannot. 

Ham. J pray you. 

Gayl, Beleeue me I cannot, 

Ham, 1 doe befeech you, 

Guyl. Tknow no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham, Itisascafieaslying sgouerne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giue it breath with your mouth, & it wil difcourfe 
moft eloquent mufique, looke you, thefe are the {tops, 

Guill. But thefe cannot lcommaund to any vttrance of harmonie,] 
haue not the skill. 

Ham. Why lookeyou now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mee, you would feeme to know my {tops, 

you would plucke out the hart of my miftery, you would found mee 
from my loweft note to my compafle,and thereis much mufique ex- 
cellent voyce in this little organ,yet cannot you make it {peak, s’bloud 
do you think I am eafier to be plaid on then a pipe, call mee what in- 
{trument you wil, though you fret me not,you cannot play vpon me. 
God bleffe you fir, 
Enter Polontus. 
Pol, My Lord, the Queene would fpeake with you, & prefently. 
Ham, Do you fee yonder clowd that’s almoft in fhape of a Camel ? 
Pol, By’th maffe and tis, like a Camell indeed, 
Ham. Mee thinks itis like a Wezell, 
Pol. Itis backt likea Wezell, 
Ham, Or likea Whale, 
Pol. Very likea Whale. 
Ham. Then 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Then I will come to my mother by and by, 
They foole me to the top of my bent, I will come by & by, 
Leaue me friends. 

I will, fay fo, By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyards yawne, and hell it felfe breakes out 
Contagion to this world: now could I drinke hote blood, 
And doe fuch bufines as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on: foft, now to my mother, 

O hart loofe not thy nature, let not ever 

The foule of Nero enter this firme bofome, 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall, 

I will fpeake dagger to her, but vfe none, 

My tongueand foule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words fomeuer the be thent, 

To giue them feales neuer my foule confent. ate 


Enter King, 'R gfencraus, and Guyldensterne. 

King. like him not, nor ftands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 
J your commiffion will forth-with difpatch, 
And he to England hall along with you, 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazerd fo neer’s as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes, 

Guyl. We willour felues prouide, 
Moft holy and religious feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That live and feede vpon your Maieftie, 

Rof. The fingle and peculier life isbound 
With all the {trength and armour of the mind 
To keepeit felfe from noyance, but much more 
That {pirit, vpon whofe weale depends and refts 
The lines of many, the cefle of Maieftic 
Dies not alones but likea gulfe doth draw 
What's necre it, with it, or it isa mafsie wheele 
Fixt onthe fomnet of the higheft mount, 

To whofe hough fpokes, tenne thoufand leffer things 
Are morteift and adioynd, which when it falls, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Each fmall annexment petty confequence 
Attends the boy{trous raine, neuer alone 
Did the King figh, but a generall grone. 
King, Armeyou[ pray youto this fpeedy viage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Rof. Wewillhaftvs. — Exennt Gent. 


Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My Lord, hee’s going to his mothers clofet, 
Behind the Arras I’le conuay my felfe 
To heare the proceffe, I’le warrant fhee letax him home, 
And as you fayd, and wifely wasit fayd, 
Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parcial, fhould ore- heare 
The {peech of vantage; farre you well my Leiges 
Vlecall vpon you ere you goeto bed. 
Andtell youwhat I knowe. Exit, 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

O my offence is ranck, it {melsto heauen, 
It hath the primall eldeft curfe vppont, 
A brothers murther, pray can] not, 
Though inclination be as fharp as will, 
My ftronger guilt defeats my {trong entent, 
And like a man to double Ride Gans 
I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft beginne, 
And both negleé&, what if this curfed hand 
Werethicker then it felfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not raine enough in the{weete Heauens 
To wath it white as {nowe, whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence ¢ 
And what’s in prayer but this twofold force, 
To be foreftalled erewe come to fall, 
Or pardon being downe,then Ile looke vp. 
My fault is paft, but oh what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turne, forgiueme my foule murther, 
That cannot be fince [ am ftill poffeft 
Of thofe effeés for which | did the murther; 
My Crowne, mineowne ambition, and my Queene; 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


May one be pardond and retaine th’offence? 
Inthe corrupted currents of this world, 
Offences guilded hand may fhowe by iuftice, 
And oft tisfeene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the lawe, but tis not fo aboue, 
There is no fhufling, there the aétion lies 

In his true nature, and we ourfelues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatrefts, 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftate, 6 bofome blacke as death, 

Olimed foule, that {truggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged 3 helpe Angels make affay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with {trings of fteale, 
Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All may be well. 
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Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I doe it, but now a isa praying, 
And now Ile doo't,and fo a goes to heauen, 
And {o am J reuendge, that would be fcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for that, 
I his folefonne, doethis {ame villaine fend 
To heauen. 
Why, this is bafe and filly, not reuen dge, 
A tooke my father grofly fullof bread, 
Withall his crimes braod blowne, as fluth as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes {aue heauen, 
But in our circumf{tance and courfe of thought, 
Tis heauy with him : and am [ then reuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 
When heis fit and feafond for his paflage? 
No. 
Vp {word, and knowe thou a more horrid hent, 
When heis drunke, afleepe, or in his rage, 
Orin th’inceftious pleafure of his bed, 
At gamea {wearing, orabout fome at 
That has no relifh of faluation in’t, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Then trip him that his heels may kick at heauen, 
And that his foule may be as damnd and black 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ftaies, 
This phifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. Butt. 
King. My words fly vp, my thoughts remaine belowe 
Words without thoughts neuertoheauengoe. Exit. 


Enter Gertrard and Polonius. 

Pol, A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 
Tell him his prancks haue beene too braod to beare with, 
And that your grace hath fcreend and {tood betweene 
Much heateand him, Ile filence meeuen heere, 

Pray you beround. 


Enter Hamlet. 
Ger. Ile wait you, feareme not, 
With-drawe, I heare him comming. 
Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter ? 
Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham, Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
Ger. Come, come, you anfwere with an idletongue. 
Ham, Goe, oe, you queftion with awicked tongue. 
Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 
Han, What’sthe matter now ? 
Ge. Haue you forgotme? 
Ham. Noby the rood not fo, 
You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 
And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 
Ge. Nay, then Iefet thofe to you that can {peake. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fhall not boudge, 
You goe not till I fet you vpa glafle 
Where you may feethe moft part of you. 
Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wiltnot murther me, 
Helpe how. 
Pol. What how helpe. 
Ham. Hownow,a Rat, dead fora Duckat, dead. 
Pol. Olam/flaine. 
Ger. Ome, what haft thou done? 
Ham. Nay Uknowe not, isitthe King ? 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


Ger. O what arath and bloody deede isthis. 

Ham. A bloody deede, almoft as bad, good mother 
AskillaKing, and marry with his brother. 

Ger. AskillaKing. 

Ham. | Lady, it was my word. 
Thou wretched, rath, intruding foolefarwell, 
I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 
Thou find’ft to be too bufie is fome danger, 
Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
And let me wring your hart, for fo I fhall 
Ifit be made of penitrable ftuffe, 
If damned cuftome haue not brafd it (0, 
That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. | 

Ger. What haue I dene, that thou dar'ft waggethy tongue 
In noifefo rude again{t me? 

Ham. Suchanaé 
That blurres the grace and bluth of modefty, 
Cals vertue hippocrit,takes of the Rofe 
From the faire forhead of aninnocent loue, 
And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
Asfalfe as dicers oathes, 6 fuchadeede, 
As from the body of contraétion plucks 
The very foule, and {weet religion makes 
A rapfedy of words ; heauens ee dooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compound maffe 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought fick at the a&t 

Quee. Ay me,what act? 

Ham. That roares fo low’d ,and thunders in the Index, 
Looke heere vpon this Pi€ture, and on this, 
The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers, 
See what a grace was feated on this browe, 
Hiperions curles, the front of Jove himfelfe, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 
A ftation like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted ona heaue, akifsing hill, 
A combination, and a forme indeede, 
Where euery God did feeme to fet his feale 


To giue the world affurance of a man, 


Prince of Denmarke. 


This was your husband, looke younow what followes, 
Heereis your husband like a mildewed eare, 
Blafting his wholfome brother, haue youeyes, 
Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede, 
And batten on this Moore ; ha, haue you eyes ¢ 
You cannot call it loue,for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 
And waits vppon theiudgement, and what iudgement 
Would ftep from thisto this, fence {ure youe haue 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefle would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral’d 
But it referu’d {ome quantity of choife 
To feruc in {uch a difference, what deuill waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodman blind 5 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 
Eares without hands, or eyes, {melling fance all, 
Or but a fickly part of one true fence 
Could not fo mope : 6 fhame where is thy blufh ? 
Rebellious hell, 
If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And meltin her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge, 
Since froft it felfe as a€tiuely dothburne, 
And reafon pardons will. 

Ger, O Hamler{peake no more, 
Thou turnft my very eyes into my foule, 
And there I {ee fuch blacke and greeued {pats 
As will leaue there their tin’&. 

Ham, Nay but to live 
In the ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying, and making loue 
Ouer the nafty ftie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 
Thefe words like daggers enter in my eares, 
No more {weete Hamlet. 

Ham, Amurtherer anda villaine, 
A flaue that is not twentith part thekyth 


I3 Of 


Rte ea See ate 


oY — te: 


a) 


agp? Paws pe Rec ne lei mre acer gt ea fe re PRN OR ne the 
Oi Mn at Sc es SNES See ES SNC INT pe aI Sis MR ARE aa eT Sa A ccaee i ey 
ww = = ~ - ~ - = ncaa it ae 

7 . : 


The T ragedte of Hamlet 


Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 
A cut-purfe of the Empire and therule, 
That from a fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And putitin his pocket. 

Ger. Nomore. | 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. A King of fhreds and patches, 
Saue me and houer ore me with your wings 
You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figure? 

Ger. Alas hee’smad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
That lap’ftin time and pafsion lets goe by 
Thiimportant a@ing Hs your dread command, 6 fay. 

Ghost. Doe not forget, this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement onthy mother fits, 
O ftep betweene her, and her fighting foule, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies {trangeft workes, 
Speake to her Hamler. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alas howi'ft with you ? 
That you doe bend your eye on vacancie, 
And with th'incorporall ayre doe hold difcourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your {pirits wildly peep, 
And as the fleeping fouldiers in th’alarme, 
Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and ftand anend, 6 gentlefonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinckle coole patience, whereon doe you looke. ? 

Ham. Qn him, on him, looke you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to {tones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke Vpon me, 
Leaft with this pittious ation youconuert 
My ftearne effets then what ] haue to doe 
Will want true cullour, teares perchance for blood, 

Ger, Towhom doe you {peake this ¢ 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 

Ger. Nothing atall, yet all that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Ger. Nonothing butour felues. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it {teales aw yy 
My father in his habit as he liued, 
Looke where he goes, euen now out attheportall. — Exat GhoSt. 
Ger. Thisis the very coynage of your braine, 
Thisbodileffe creation extacie is very cunning in. 
Ham. My pulfeas yours dothtemperatly keepe time, 
And makes as healthfull muficke, it is not madneffe 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft, 
And the matter will reword, which madneffe 
Would gambolefrom, mother for loue of grace, 
Lay not that flattering vnétion to your foule 
That not your trefpaffe but my madneffe fpeakes, 
It will but skin and filme the vicerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infeé&s vnfeene, confeffe your felfe to heauen, 
Repent what's paft, auoyd what is to come, 
And doe not fpread the compoft on the weedes 
To make them rancker, forgiue methis my vertue, 
For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice mult pardon beg, 
Yea curbe and wocefor leaueto doe him good. 
Ger, O Hamlet thou halt cleft my hart in twaine. 
Ham. O throwe away the worfer part of it, 
And leaue the purer with the other halfe, 
Good night, but goenot to my Vncles bed; 
Affunea vertueif you haue it not, 
That monfter cuftome, who all fence doth eate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
That to the vfeof aGions faire and good, 
He likewife giues a frock or Liuery 
That aptly is put on to refraine night, 
And that fhall lend a kind of eafines 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafje: 
For vfe almoft can change the {tamp of nature, 
And either the deuill, or throwe him out 
With wonderous potency : once more good night, 
And when you are defirous to be bleft, 
Ile blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
Idoe repent ; but heauen hath pleafd it fo 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


To punifh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muftbe theirfcourge and minifter, 
I will beftowe him and will anfwere well 
The death I gaue him ; foagaine good night 
I muftbe cruell only to bekinde, 
This bad beginnes, and worfe remaines behind. 
One word more good Lady. 
Ger. What thalll doe? 
Ham. Not this by no meanes that [bid you doe, 
Lettheblowt King temp’t you againe to bed, 
Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechie kiffes, 
Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make youto rouell all this matter out 
That | effentially am not inmadneffe, 
But mad in craft, were good you let him knowe, 
For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib, 
Such deare concernings hide, who would doe fo, 
No, in difpight of fence and fecrecy, 
Vnpeg the basket on the houfes top, 
Let the birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 
And breake yourowne necke downe. 
Ger. Bethou affur'd,if words be made ofbreath 
And breath of life, I hauenolifeto breath 
What thou haftfayd to me. 
Ham, Tmuft to England, you knowe that. 
Ger. Alack I hadforgot. 
Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham. 'Ther's letters feald, and my two Schoolefellowes, 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fane’d, 
They beare the mandat, they muft {weep my way 
And marthall meto knauery : let it worke, 
For tis the {port to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t fhall goe hard 
But I will delue one yard belowetheir mines, 
And blowethem at the Moone :6 tis moft (weete 
W hen in one line two crafts directly meete, 


SEAPORT EN IR aan 
“ re 5 4 ~ . psa HAs rcah 4 


Prince of Denmarke. 


This man fhall fet me packing, 

Jlelugge the guts into theneighbourroomes 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moft fill, moft fecret, and moft graue, 
Who was in lifea moft foolith prating knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. Exit. 


Eenter King, and Queenc, with R gfeneraus 
and Guyldensterne, 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaues, 
You muft tranflate, tis fit we vnderftand them, 
Where is yourfonne ? 

Ger. Beftow this place on vs alittle while. 
Ah mine owne Lord, what haue Ifeene tonight 2 

King. What Gertrard, how dooes Hamlet? 

Ger. Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in his lawleffe fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing {tirre, 
Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
And in this brainith apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 
King. O heauy deede! 
It had beene fo with vs had wee been there, 
His libertie is full of threates to all, 
To you your felfe, to vs, to euery one, 
Alas, how fhall this bloody hea be anfwer'd? 
It will belayd to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, reftraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young man; but fo much was our loue, 
We would not vnderftand what was moft fit, 
But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keepe it from divulging, let it feede 
Euen on the pith of life : whereis he gone? 

Ger. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom, his very madnes like fome ore 
Amonga minerall of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what isdone. 

King. Q Gertrard, come away, 

K. The 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


The funne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch, 

But we will thip him hence, and this vile deede 

We mutt with all our Maieitie and skill Enter Rof. & Guild, 

Both countenaunce and excufe. Ho Guyldensterne, 

Friends both, goe ioyne you with fomefurther ayde, 

Hamlet in madnes hath Po/onius flaine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg’d him, 

Goe feeke him out, fpeake fayre, and bring the body 

Into the Chappell; I pray you haft in this, 

Come Gertrard, wec'le call vp our wifeft friends, 

And let them know both what we meane to doe 

And whats vntimely doone, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 

Tran{ports his poy{ned fhot, may miffe our Name, 

And hit the woundleffe ayre, 6 come away, 

My foule is full of difcord and difmay. Exceunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, and others. 

Ham. Safely {towd,but foft,what noyfe, who callson Hamlet ? 

O heere they come. 

Rof. What haue you doone my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compoundit with duft whereto tis kin. 

Rof. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

And beareit to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doenot beleeue it, 

Rof. Beleeue what. 

Ham, That I can keepe your counfaile & not mine owne,befides 
to be demaunded of afpunge, whatreplycation fhould be madeby 
the fonne of a King. 

Rof. Take you me forafpunge my Lord 2 

Ham, (fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenaunce his rewards, his 
authorities, butfuch Officers doc the King beft feruice in the end, he 
keepes them like an apple in the corner of his iaw, firft mouth’d to be 
laft {wallowed, when hee needs what you haue gleand, itis but {quee- 
fing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

Rof, I vnderftand you not my Lord, 

Ham. Lam glad of it, a knauith fpeech fleepesin a foolith eare. 

Ref. My Lord,you mutt tell vs where the body is, and goe with vs 
to the King. 


Hamlet. 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Ham. The bodyis with the King, but the King isnot with the 
body. The King is a thing. 

Guyl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of nothing, bring meto him, Exeunt. 


Enter King, and two or three, 

King. Thaue fent to feeke him, and to find thebody, 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 
Yet muft not we put the {trong Law on him, 
Hee’s lou’d of the diftra&ted multitude, 
V Vho like not in their iudgement, but theyr eyes, 
And where tis fo, th’offenders {courge is wayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all {mooth and cuen, 
This fuddaine fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperat growne, 
By defperat applyance are relieu’d 
Ornot at all, 


Exter Rofencraus and all the reff. 

King. How now, what hath befalne? 

Rof, Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 

V Vecannot get from him. 

King. But where is hee ? 

Ref. Without my lord, guarded to know your pleafurc 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rof- How, bring in the Lord. They enter, 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

King, At fupper, where. 

Ham. Not where he eates , but where ais eaten, a certaine conua- 
cation of politique wormes are ¢en at him : your worme is your onely 
Emperour for dyet, we fat all creatures els to fatvs, and wee fat our 
felues for maggots, your fat King and yourleane beegeris but varta- 
ble feruice, two dithes but to one table, that’s the end. 

King. Alas, alas. . 
Ham, A man may fith with the worme that hath eate of a King, & 
eate of the fith that hath fedde of that worme. 
King. King. V Vhat dooft thou meane by this? 
Flam. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may goea progreffe 
K 2 through 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


through the guts of SAS 
me. Whereis Polontus : 
ae In heauen, fend thether to fee, ifyour meffenger finde him 
not thrre, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, butifindeed you find 
him not within this month, you fhall nofe him as yougoe vp the 
ftayres into the Lobby. 
King. Goe feeke him there. 
Ham. Awill {tay till youcome. 
King. Hamlet this deede for thine efpeciali fafety 
Which we do tender, as we deerely grieue 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence. 
Therefore prepare thy felfe, — 
The Barckis ready, and the wind at helpe, 
Th’aflociats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England. 
Ham. For England, 
King. I Hamlet. 
Ham. Good. 
King. Soisit if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 
Ham. Vee a Cherub that fees thé but come for Engdand, 
F arewell deere Mother. 
King. Thy louing Father Ham/éet. 
Ham. My mother, Father and Mother is man and wife, 
Man and wifeis one fleth, fo my mother: 
Come for Exgland. Exit. 
King. Follow himat foote, 
‘Tempt him with fpeede abord, 
Delay it not, Ile haue him hence to night. 
Away, for cuery thing is feald and done 
That els leanes on th’affayre, pray you make haft, 
And Exgland, if my loue thou hold’ft at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 
Since yet thy Cicatricelookes raw and red, 
After the Danith fword; and thy free awe 
Payes homage to vs, thou mayft not coldly fet 
Our foueraigne proceffe, which imports at full 
By Letters congruing to that effeét 
The prefent death of Ham(et, doeit England, 
For like the Hectique in my blood he rages, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


And thou muft cure me; till J know tis done, 
How ere my haps, my toyes will nere begin. stake 


Enter Fortinbra{fe with his Army ouer the Stage. 
Fortin. Goe Captaine, from me greet the Danith King, 
Tell him, that by his lycence Fortinbraffe 
Craues the conueyance of a promifd march 
Ouer his kingdome, you know the randeuous, 
If that his Maieftie would ought with vs, 
We thall expreffe our dutiein his eye, 
And let him know fo. 
Cap. 1 will doo’t my Lord. 
For. Goe foftly on. 
Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, Ge. 
Ham..Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 
Cap. ‘They are of Norway fir. 
Ham, How purpofdfir 1 pray you? 
Cap. Again{t fome part of Poland. 
Ham, Who commaunds them fir? 
(ap. The Nephew toold Norway, Fortenbraffe. 
Ham. Goesit again{t the maine of Poland ir, 
Or for fome frontire 2 
Cap. Truly to fpeake, and with no addition, 
We goe to gaine alittle patch of ground 
T hat hath in itno profit but the name 
To pay fiue duckets, flue I would not farme its 
Nor will it yeeld to Narway or the Pole 
Arancker rate, fhould it be fold in fee. 
Ham. Why then the Po/lacke neuer will defend it. 
Cap. Yes, itis already garifond. 
Ham. Twothoufand foules, & twenty thoufand duckets 
V Vill not debate the queftion of this ftraw, 
This isth’ Impoftume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breakes, and fhowes no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 
Cap. God buy you fir, 
Rof. Wil’'t pleafe you goe my Lord? 
Ham. Mle be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 
How all occafions doeinforme againft me, 
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And fpur my dulfreuenge. Whatisaman 
If his chiefe good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feede, a beaft,no more: 
Sure he that made vs with fuch large difcourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capabilitie and god-like reafon 

To fuft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fome crauen {cruple 
Of thinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifedom, 
And euer three parts coward, I doe not know 

Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and {trength, and meanes 
To doo’t; examples groffe as earth exhort me, 
Witnes this Army of fuch maffe and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft, 

Makes mouthes at the invifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall, and vn{ure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-thell. Rightly to be great, 

Is not to ftirre without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in a ftraw 

When honour’s at the {take, how f{tandI then 

hat haue a father kild, a motherftaind, 

Excytements of my reafon, and my blood, 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhame I fee 

T heiminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 

Goeto their graues like beds, fight fora plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 

Which isnot tombe enough and continent 

To hide the flaine,o from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 


Enver Horatio, Gertrara anda G entleman, 
Quee. will not fpeake with her. 
Gent. Sheeisimportunat, 
Indeede diftract, hermoode will needes be pittied. 
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Prince of Denmarke, 

Liuee. What would the haue? 

Gent. She fpeakes much of her father,fayes fhe heares 
There’stricks ith world, and hems, and beates her hart, 
Spurnes enuioully at ftrawes, {p eakesthingsin doubt 
Phat carry but halfe fence, her {peech is nothing, 

Yet the ynfhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colleétion, they yawneatit, 
And botch the words vp fit to theyr owne thoughts, 
Which as her wincks, and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 
Indeede would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 
Hora. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhee may {trey 
Dangerous coniectures in ill breeding mindes, 
Let her come in. 
Enter Opheka. 
Duce, ‘Tomy ficke foule, as finnes true nature is, 
‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffe, 
© So full of artleffeiealoufieis guilt, 
‘Tt {pills it felfe, in fearing to be {pylt. 
Oph. Whereis the beautious Maieftie of Denmarke ? 
Quee. How now Ophelia? Shee fings, 
Oph. How fhould I your true loue know from another one, 
By his cockle hat and ftaffe, and his Sendall fhoone. 
wee. Alas fweet Lady, what imports this fong ? 
Oph, Say you, erie you marke, 
He is dead & gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Song, 
Athis heada grafgreene turph, at hishecles a {tone. 
O ho. 
Quee. Nay but Ophelia. 
Oph. Pray you marke. White his fhrowd as the mountaine {now. 
Enter King. 
uce, Alaslookeheere my Lord. 
Oph, Larded all with (weet flowers, 
Which beweept to the ground did not go Song. 
With true loue fhowers, 
King. How doe you pretty Lady? 
Oph. Well good dildyou, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
ter, ford we know what weare, but know not what we may be. 
God beat your table, 


King. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


King. Conceit vpon her Father. 
Oph. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they aske you 
what it meanes, fay you this. 
To morrowis S. Valentines day, Song. 
All in the morning betime, 
And] amayde at your window 
Tobe your Valentine. 
Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore, 
Let in the maide,that out a maide,neuer departed more. 
K ng Pretty Ophelia. | 
Oph, Indeede withoutan oath Ile make an end on't, 
By gisandby Saint Charitic, 
alack and fie for fhame, 
Young men will doo’t if they come too't, 
by Cock they are too blame. 
Quoth the, Before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 
(Heanfwers.) So would Ia done by yonderfunne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed, 

King. How long hath the beene thus? 

Oph. Thope all will be well,we muft be patient, but I cannot chufe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him r'th cold ground,my brother 
fhall know of it, and fo 1 thanke you for your good counfaile, Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night. 

Sweet Ladyes god night, god night. 

King. Follow her clofe, giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it {prings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not fingle {pycs, 
Butin battalians: firft her Father flaine, 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent Author 

Of his owne iuft remoue, the people muddied 

Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 

For good Polonins death : and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him : poore Ophea 

Deuided from herfelfe, and her faireiudgement, 

V Vithout the which we are pictures, or meere bealts, 
Laft, and as much contayning asall thefe, 

Her brother isin fecret come from Fraunce, 


Feeds on this wonder,keepes himfelfe in clowdes, 
And 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
And wants not buzzers to infeét his eare 

With peftilent fpeeches of his fathers death, 
Wherein nccefity of matter beggerd, 

Will nothing {tick our perfon to arraigne 

In eare and care: 6 my deare Gertrard, this 

Like to a murdring peece in many places 

Giues me fuperfluous death. A nosfe within, 


Enter a Meffenger. 
King. Attend, where ismy Swiffers, let them guard the doore, 
What isthe matter ? 
Meffen, Saueyour felfe my Lord, 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his lift 
Eates not the flats with more impitious haft 
Then young Laertes ina riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers: the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to beginne, 
Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne, 
The ratifiers and props of euery word, 
Thecry choofe we, Laertes fhall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues applau’dit to the clouds, 
Laertes fhall be King, Zaertes King, 

Luee. How cheerefully on the falfe traile they cry. 4 noife within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danith dogges, 

Enter Laertes with others, 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer, Whereis this King? firs {tand you all without. 

All, Noletscomein. 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

All, V Vewill, we will. 

Laer. Ithanke you, keepe the doore, 6 thou vile King, 
Giue me my father. 

Quee, Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood thats calme proclames me Baftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chaft vnfmirched browe 
Of my true mother. 

King. V Vhatis the caufe Leertes 


That thy rebellion lookes fo gyant like 2 
L. Let 
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Lhe Tragedie of Hamlet 
Let him goe Gerirard, doe net feare our perfon, 
There’s fuch diuinitie doth hedge a King, 
That treafon can but peepe to what it would, 
Ais little of his will, tell me Laertes 
Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard. 
Speake man, 
Laer, Where is my father? 
King. Dead. 
Duce. But not by him. 
King. Let hin: demaund his fill, 
Laer. How came he dead, l'le not beiugled with, 
To hell allegiance, vowes to the blackef? deuill, 
Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
Idare damnation, tothis poynt I ftand, - 
That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 
Let come what comes, onely lle be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father, 
King. Who fhall ftay you? 
Laer, My will, notall the worlds: 
And for my meanes I’le husband them fo well, 
They thall goe farre with little. 
King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deere Father, ft writin your reuenge, 
That foopftake, you will draw bothfriend and foe 
Winner ard loofer, 
Laer. None but his enemies, 
King. Will you know themthen ? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide D'le ope my armes, 
And likethe kindlife-rendring Pelican, 
Repaft them with my blood, 
King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman, 
That Lam guiltle(fe of your fathers death, 
Andam moft fencibly in griefe for it, 
It fhall as lewell to your iudgement peare 
As day dooes to your eye. A noyfe within, 
Enter Ophelia, 
Laer. Lether come in. 
How now, what noy(é is that 2 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
© heate, dry vp my braines, teares feauen times {alt 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye, 
By heauen thy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
Tell our (cale turne the beame, O Rofe of May ; 
Deere mayd, kind fifter, {weet Opbeka, 
O heauens, ift poffible a young maids wits 
Should beas mottall as a poore mans life. 
Oph, They bore him bare-fafte on the Beere, Song. 
Andin his grauerain’d many a teare, 
Fare you well my Doue, 
Laer. Had{t thou thy wits, and did't perfwadereuenge 
Tt could not mooue thus. 
Oph. Youmuft fing a downeadowne, 
And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomesit, 
Ttisthe falfe Steward that {tole his Maifters daughter. 
Laer. Thisnothing’s more then matter. 
Oph, There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts, 
Laer, A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill foryou,and Colembines, there’s Rewe for 
you, & heere’s fome for me,we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may weare your Rewe with a difference, there’s a Dafie, I would 
giue youfome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay amadea good end. 
For bonny fweet Robin is all myioy. 
Laer. Thoughtand aftlitions, paffion, hell it {elfe 
Sheturnes to fanour and to prettines. 
Oph, And wil a not come againe, Song. 
And wila not come againe, 
No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 
He neuer will come againe, 
His beard was as whiteas fnow, 
Flaxen was his pole, 
Heis gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 
Goda mercy on his foule, and ofall Chriftians foules, 
God buy you. 
Laer. Doeyouthis 6 God. 
King. Laertes, J muft commune with your griefe, 
Or you deny me tight, goe but apart, 
Lz Make 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 
And they fhall heare and iudge twixt you and me, 
If by direét, or by colaturall hand : 
They find vs toucht, we will our kingdome giue, 
Our crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaction; but if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
And we fhallioyntly labour with your foule 
To giuc it due content. 
Laer, Let this be fo. 
His meanes of death, his obfcure funeral], 
No trophe fword, nor hatchment ore his bones, 
No abt right, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth, 
That] muft call’r in queftion. 
King. So you hall, 
And where th’offence is, let the great axe fall. 
I pray you goe with me. Exennt, 
Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora, V Vhat are they that would {peake with me ? 

Gent, Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 

Hor. Let them comein. ; 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. 

Say. God blefle you fir. 

Hora, Let him bleffe thee to. 

Say. A hall firand pleafe him, there’s.a Letter for you fir, it came 
fr6 th’Embaffador that was bound for Exg/nd, if your name be Ho- 
ratio, as lam let to know itis. 

Hor. Horatio, when thou fhalt haue ouer-lookt this, giue thefe fel. 
lowesfome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyrat of very warlike appointment gaue 
vs chafe, finding our felues too flow of faile, wee put ona compelled 
valour, and in the grapple] boorded them, onthe inftant they got 
cleere of our fhyp, fo I alone became theyr prifoner, they haue dealt 
with me like thieues of mercie, but they knew what they did, I amto 
doc a turne for them, let the King haue the Letters I haue fent, and 
repayre thou to me with as much {peede as thou wouldeft flic death, 
Thaue wordes to fpeake in thine care will make thee dumbe, yet are 


they 


Enter Saylers. 


Prince of Denmarke. 


they much too light forthe bord ofthe matter, thefe good fellowes 
will bring thee where lam, Ro/éncraus and Guyldensterne hold theyr 
courfe for Exgland, of them I haue much to tell thee, farewell. 

So that thou knowest thine Hamlet, 


Hor. Come I will you way for thefe your letters, 
And doo’t the fpeedier that you may direét me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt, 


Enter King and Laertes, 
King. Now muft your confcience my acquittance feale, 
And you muft put me in your hart for friend, 
Sith you haue heard and with a knowing care, 
That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life, 
Laer. It wellappeares: but tell mee 
Why you proceede not againft thefefeates 
So criminall and fo capitall in nature, 
As by your fafetie, greatnes, wifdome, all things els 
You maincly were ftirr'd vp. 
King. O for two fpeciall reafons 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow’d, 
But yet to mee tha’r ftrong, the Queene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 
My vertue or my plague, be it eyther which, 
Sheis fo concliue to my life and foule, 
That as the ftarre mooues not butin his {phere 
I could not but by her, the other motiue, 
Why toa publique count I might not goe, 
Is the great loue the generall gender bearehim, 
Who dipping all his faults in theyr affection, | 
Workc like the {pring that turneth wood tu ftone, | 
Conuert his Gives to graces, {0 that my arrowes 
Too flightly tymberd for fo loued Armd, 
Would haue reuerted to my bowe againe, 
But not where I haue aym’d them. 
Laer, And fohaueI anoble father loft, 
A fifter driuen into defprat termes, 
Whofe worth, if prayfes may goe backs eeae 
3. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Stood challenger on mount ofall the age 

For her perfections, but my rcuenge will come. 
King, Breake not your fleepes for that, you muft not thinke 

That we are made of {tuffe fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be fhooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime, you fhortly fhall heare more, 

I loued your father, and weloue our felfe, 

And that Ihope will teach you to imagine. 


Enter a Meffenger with Letters, 
Meffen, 'Thefe to your Maiettie, this to the Queene? 
King, From Hamlet, who brought them? 
(Meff, Saylers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 
They were given me by C/anaio, he receiued them 
Of him that brought them. 
King. Laertes you shall heare them : leaue vs, 
High and mighty, you thall know Iam fet naked on your kingdom, 
to morrow fhall I begge leaue to fee your kingly eyes,when I fhal firft 
asking you pardon, there-vnto recount the occafion of my fuddaine 
returne, 
King. What fhould this meane, are all the reft come backe, 
Oris it fome abufe, and no fuch thing > 
Laer, Know youthe hand ? 
King. Tis Hamlets caracter. Naked, 
Andina poftfcript heere he fayesalone, 
Can you deuife me? 
Laer. Lam lofiinit my Lord, but let him come, 
It warmes the very ficknes in my hart 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth 
Thus didft thou. 
King. Mit be fo Laertes, 
As how fhould it be fo, how otherwife, 
Will you be rul’d by me? 
Laer. Imy Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me toa peace. 
King. Tothine owne peace, if he benow returned 
Asthe King at his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to vndertake tt, I will worke him 
To an exployt, now ripein my deuife, 
Vader the which he fhall not choofe but fall: 
And 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 
But even his Mother fhall yncharge the practife, 
And call it accedent. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul'd, 
The rather if you could deuife it fo 
That I might be the organ, 
King. It falls right,. 
You hauc beene talkt of fince your trauaile much, 
And thatin Hamlets hearing, for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you fhine, your {umme of parts 
Did not together plucke {uch enuie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthieft fiedge. 
Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 
King, A very ribaud in the cap of youth, 
Yet needfull to, for youth ne leffe becomes 
The light and careleffe liuery that it weares 
Then fetled age, his fables, and his weedes 
Importing health and Sena two months fince 
Heere wasa gentleman of Normandy, 
Thawefeene my felfe,andferu'd againft the French, 
And they can well on horfebacke, but this gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew vnto his feate, 
And tofuch wondrous dooing brought his horfe, 
As had he beencincorp’ft, and demy natur’d 
With the braue beaft, fo farre he topt me thought, 
That Tin forgerie of thapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did.. 
Laer, A Norman waft 2 
King, A Norman, 
Laer, Vppon my life Lamord. 
King. The very fame. 
Laer. I know him well, he isthe brooch indeed 

And Iem ofall the Nation, 

King. He made confefsion of you, 

And gaueyou ficha mafterly report 

For art and exercifein your defence, 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall, 

That he cride out P would beafight indeed 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Tfone could match you ; the Scrimures of their nation 
He {wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppofd them) fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with hisenuy, 
That he could nothing doe but with and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 
Now out of this. 
Laer. What out of this my Lord? 
Kmg. Laertes was your father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of aforrowe, 
A face without a hart? 
Laer, Why aske you this ? 
King. Not that I thinkeyou did notloue your father, 
But that I knowe, loue is begunne by time, 
And that I fee in paflages of proofe, 
Time qualifies the {parke and fire of it, 
There liues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnufe that will abate it, 
And nothing is ata like goodnes fill, 
For goodnes growing to aplurifie, 
Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would: for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accedents, 
And thenthis fhould islike a {pend thirfts figh, 
That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’vicer, 
Flamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To fhowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More then in words? 

Laer. Tocuthis thraot ?th Church. 

King. No place indeede fhould murther fanétuarife, 
Reuendge fhould haueno bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, fhall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnith on the fame 
The french man gaue you, bring youin fine together 
And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 


Moft generous, and free fromall contriuing, 
Will 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Will not perufe the foyles, {0 that with eafe, 
Or with a little (huffing, you may choofe 
A {word vnbated, and in a pace of practife 
Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. I will doo’t, 
And for purpofe, Ile annoynt my fword, 
I bought an vn@tion of a Mountibanck 
So mortall, that but dippea knife in it, 
Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare, 
Colleéted from all fimples that haue vertue 
Vnder the Moone, can faue the thing from death 

That is but fcratcht withall, Ile tutch my point 
With this contagion, that if gall him flightly, it may be death, 

King. Letsfurther thinke of this. 

Wey what conuenience both of time and meanes 

May fit vs to our fhape if this fhould fayle, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 

Twere better not aflayd, therefore this proieét, 

Should hauea back or ons that might hold 

If this did blaft in proofe3 foft let me {ee, 

Weele make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hate, when in your motion you are hote and dry, 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke, Tle haue prefard him 

A Challice for the nonce, whereon but fipping, 

If he by chaunce efcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; but {tay, what noyfe? 


Enter Queene. 
2uee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele, 7 
So faft they follow; your Sifters drownd Laertes. | 
Laer. Drown’d, 6 where? 
wee. Thereisa Willow growes afcaunt the Brooke 
That (howes his horry leaues in the glafly {treame, 
Therewithfantaftique garlands did fhe make 
Of Crowflowers, donee Daifes, and long Purples 
That liberall Shepheards giuea grofler name, 
But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 
There on the pendant boughes her cronet weedes 
M. Clambring 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 


Clambring to hang, an enuious fliuer broke, 
When downe her weedy trophies and her felfe 
Fellin the weeping Brooke, her clothes{pred wide, 
And Matmatdelike awhile they bore her vp, 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old laudes, 
As one incapable of her owne diftreffe, 
Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Voto that elament, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy with theyr drinke, 
Puld the poore wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas, then the is drownd. 
2uce, Drownd, drownd, 
Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Opheka, 
And therefore I forbid my tearess but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 
The woman will be out, Adiew my Lord, 
Thauea fpeecha fire that faine would blafe, 
But that this folly drownes it. Exit. 
King, Let’s follow Gertrard, 
How much I had to doe to calme his rage, 
Now feare J this will giue it {tart againe, 
Therefore lets follow. Excnnte 


Enter two Clownes, 
Clone. Is fhee to be buried in Chriftian buriall, when fhe wilfully 
feekes her ownefaluation ? 
Other. J tell thee theis,rherfore make her graue f{traight, the crow- 
ner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. . 


Clowne. How can that be, vnlefle fhe drown’d herfelfein her owne 
defence, 


Other, Why tis found fo. 
Clowne. It mutt be fo offended, it cannot be els, for heere lyes the 
poynt,if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues anact , &an aé hath 


three branches, it is to aét, to doe, to perferme, or all; fhe drownd her 
{elfe wittingly, 


Other. Nay, but heareyou good man deluer, 
Clowne. Gine mec leaue, here lyes the water, good , here ftands the 
man. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
man, good, ifthe man goe to this water & drowne himfelfe, itis will 
he, nill he, he goes, marke youthat, but ifthe water come to him, & 
drowne him, he drownes not himfelfe, argali, he thatis not guilty of 
his owne death, fhortens not his owne life, 

Other. But is this law ? 

Clone. I marry r{t, Crowners queft law. 

Other, Will you ha the truth an’, if this had notbeenea gentlewo- 
man, fhe fhould haue been buried outachriftian burial, 

Clowne. Why there thou fayft, and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould haue countnaunce in this world to drowne or hang théfelues, 
more then theyr euen Chriften: Come my fpade, there 1s no aunci- 
ent gentlernen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Grauemakers, they hold 
vp Adams profefsion, 

Other, Was hea gentleman? 

Clowne. A wasthe firft that euer bore Armes. 

Ile put another queftion to thee, ifthou anfwereft me not to the pur- 
pote, confeffe thy felfe. 

Other. Goeto. 

Clow. Whatis he that builds ftronger then eyther the Mafon, the 

Shypwright, or the Carpenter, 

Other. The gallowes maker, for that out-liuesathoufand tenants, 

Clowne. 1 like thy wit wellin good fayth, the gallowes dooes well, 
but howe dooesit well 2 It dooes well to thofe that do ill, nowe thou 
dooft ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church, argall, 
the gallowes may doo well to thee. Too’t againe, come. 

Other, V Vho buildes ftronger then a Mafon,a Shipwright, ora 

Carpenter. 

Clowne. I, tell me that and vnyoke, 

Other. Marry now I can tell, 

Clowne. Too’t. 

Other, Maffe I cannot tell. 

Clow, Cudgell thy braines no more about it, for your dull affe wil 
not mend his pace with beating, and when youare askt this queftion 
next, fay a graue-maker, the houfes hee makes lafts till Doomefday. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch meea foope of liquer. 

In youth when I did loue did loue, Song. 

Me thought it was very {weet 
To contra& 6 the time for a my behoue, 
O me thought there a was nothing a meet, 
M 2. Enter 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham. Hasthis fellowe no feeling of his bufines? a fings in graue- 
making. 

Hora. Cuftome hath made it in him a propertie of eafines. 
Ham. Tiseen fo,the hand of little imploiment hath the dintier fence 

Clow. But age with his {tealing {teppes Song. 

hath clawed me in his clutch, 

And hath thipped me into the land, 

as if I had neuer been fuch. 

Ham. That skull hada tongue init, and could fing once , how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground,as if twere Caines iawbone, that did the 
firft murder, this might be the pate ofa pollitician,which this afle now 
ore-reaches ; one that would circumuent God, mightit not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham, Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow {weet lord, 
how dooft thou fweet lord? This might be my Lordfucha one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe when a went to beg it, might it not ? 

Hor, I my Lord. 

Ham, Why een fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples, & knockt 
about the maffene with a Sextens fpade; heere’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to fee't, did thefe bones co{tno more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them: mineaketo thinke on’t. 

Clow. A pickaxanda fpadea {pade, Song, 

for and afhrowding fheet, 
O a pit of Clay for to Fe made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Ham. There’s another, why may not that bethe skull of a Lawyer, 
where be his quiddities now, his quillites, his cafes, his tenurs, and his 
tricks ? why dooes he fuffer this madde knaue nowto knocke him a- 
bout the fconce with a durtie fhouell, and will not tell him of his aéti- 
on of battery, hum, this fellowe might be in’s time agreat buyer of 
Land, with his Statuts, his recognifances, his fines, his double vou- 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt , will vou- 
chers vouch him no more of his purchafes & doubles then the length 
and breadth ofa payre of Indentures? The very conueyances of his 


Lands will {carcely lyein this box, & muft th’inheritor himfelfe haue 
no more, ha, 


Hora, Notaiot more my Lord, 
Ham. Is not Parchment made of fheepe-skinnes? 


Hora. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Hora, \ my Lord, and of Calues-skinnes to. 
Ham. They are Sheepe and Calues which feeke out affurance in 

that, I wil {peak to this fellow, Whofe graue’s this firra ? 

Clow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made, 

Ham. Ithinke it be thine indeede, for thou lyeft in’t, 

(low. Youlie out ont fir,and therefore tis not yours; for my part I 

doe not lie in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doolt lie in’t to be in’t & fay itis thine, tis for the dead 
not for the quicke, therefore thou lyeft. : 

Clow. Tisa quicke lye fir, twill away againe from me to you, 

Ham, What man dooft thou digge it for? 

(low. For no man fir. 

Ham, What woman then? 

Clow. Fornone neither. 

Ham, Whoisto be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fhee’s dead. 

Ham, How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpeake by the card,or 
equiuocation will yndoovs. By the Lord Horatio , this three yeeres I 
haue tooke note of it, the ageis growne fo picked, that thetoe of the 
pefant coms fo neere the heele of the Courtier he galls his kybe. How 
long haft thou been Graue-maker ? 

Chw. Of the dayesi’th yere I came too’t that day that our laft king 
Hamlet overcame Fortenbraffe. 

Ham, How longs that fince ? 

Clw. Cannot you tell that? euery foole can tell that, it was that 
very day that young Harnlet was borne : hee thatis mad and {ent into 
England, 

Ham. | marty, why was hefent into England ? 

Clow, Why becaufea was mad : a fhall recouer his wits there, orif 
a doo not, tisno great matter there. 


Ham, Why? 
Clow. Twill not be feenein him there, there the men areas mad 
Ham, Howcame he mad? (as hee. 


(low. Very ttrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clow. Fayth eene with loofing his wits. 

Ham, Vpon what ground ? 

Clow. Why heerein Denmarke: 1 haue been Sexten heere man 


-and boy thirty yeeres. 
‘ M 3 Ham. 
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Ham, How long will a man liei’th earth ere he rot? 

Clow. Fayth ifa be not rotten before a dic, as we haue many poc- 
kie corfes, that will fcarce hold the laying in, a will laft you fom ey ght 
yeere, ornineyeere. A Tanner will laft you nine yeere, 

Ham. Why he more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is {o tand with histrade, that a wil! keepe 
out water a great while ; & your water is a fore decayer of your whor- 
fon dead body, heer’s a fcull now hath lyen youi'th earth 23. yeeres, 

Ham. Whofe wasii ? 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was 2 

Ham, Nay I know not. 

Clow. A peftilence on him for a madde rogue, apourd a flagon of 
Renith on my head once} this fame skull fir, was fir Yorscks skull, the 
Kings lefter. 

Ham. This? 

Clow, Een that. 

Ham. Alas poore Yoricke, T knew him Horatio, a fellow of infinite 
ieft, of moft excellent fancie, hee hath bore me on his backeathou- 
fand times,and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
rifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kift I know not howe 
oft, where be your gibes now > your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 
thes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on aroare, not one 
now to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne, Now get you 
to my Ladies table, & tell her, let her paint an inch thicke, to this fa- 
vour fhe muft come, make her laugh at that. 

Prethee Horatio tell me onething. 

Hora. What's that my Lord? 

Ham, Dooft thou thinke “/exander lookta this fathion ’th earth ? 

Hora. Een fo. 

Alam. And {melt fo pah. 

Hora. Eenfo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe vfes wee may returne Horatio? Why may not 
Imagination trace the noble duft of t/exander, till a find it {topping 
abunghole? 

Hor, [were to confider too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham, Nofaith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with modefty 
enough, and likelyhood to leadeit. Alexander dyed, Alexander was 
buried, 4/xander returneth to duft, the duftis earth , of earth vce 
make Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, might 

they 


SV ibe Mle oP ie nea DE < nier'n , i - F 
: ee GS TREO Risin, eet ih ean ag RS RE 


Prince of Denmarke. 


they not ftoppe a Beare-barrell ? 
Imperious Ce/ar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 
Might ftoppea hole, to keepe the wind away. 
O that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 
But foft, but foft awhile, here comesthe King, 
The Queene,the Courtiers, who is this they follow ? 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken, 
The corfé they follow, did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it owne life, twas of fome eftate, 
Couch wea while and marke. 
Laer, What Ceremonie els ? 
Ham, That is Laertes avery noble youth, marke, 
Laer, What Ceremonie els ? 
Doét. Her obfequies haue been as farre inlarg’d 
As we haue warrantie, her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great commaund ore-{wayes the order, 
She fhould in ground vnfandtified been lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 
Flints and peebles fhould be throwne on her: 
Yet heere fhe isallow’d her virgin Crants, 
Her mayden ftrewments, andthe bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 
Laer, Mult thereno morebe doone? 
Daoét, No more be doone. 
We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing a Requiem and {uch reft to her 
Asto peace-parted foules. 
Laer. Lay heri’th earth, 
And from fer faire and vnpolluted fleth 
May Violets {pring: I tell thee churlith Prieft, 
A miniftring Angell thall my fifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 
Ham, What, the faire Ophelia, 
Quee. Sweets to the (weet, farewell, 
Thop’t thou fhould’ft haue been my Haméets wife, 
I thought thy bride- bed to haue deckt {weet maide, 
And not haue ftrew’d thy graue, 
Laer, O treble woe 
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Fall tenne times double on that curfed head, 
Whole wicked deede thy moft ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 
Till J haue caught her once more in mine armes3 
Now pile your duft vpon the quicke and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made 
To’retop old Pelion, or the skyefh head 

Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. Whatis he whofe griefe 
Bearesfuch an emphefis, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring {tarres, and makes them fland 
Like wonder wounded hearers : thisis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule. 

Ham. Thou pray'{t not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For though Iam not fpleenatiue rath, (from my throat, 
Yet have Tin me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare ; hold off thy hand, 

King. Pluck thema funder. 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

All. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lordbe quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him ypon this theame 
Voitill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Luce. O my fonne, what theame? 

Han. \loued Opheha, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quantitie of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he ts mad Laertes. 
Quee. Forloue of God forbeare him. 
Ham. S’wounds fhew me what th’owt doe: 
Woot weepe, woo’t fight, woo’ faft, woo’t teare thy felfe, 
Woo’ drinke vp Efill, cate a Crocadile? 
Ile doo’t, dooft come heere to whine ? 
‘To out-face me with leaping in her graue, 
Be buried guicke with her, and fo will I. 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Actes on vs, till our ground 


Sindging his pate again{t the burning Zone 


Make 
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Make Offa like a wart, nay and thou’lt mouthe, 
Tle rant as well as thou. 
yee. Thisis meere madnefle, 

And this a while the fit will workeon him, 
Anon as patient as the female Doue 
When that her golden cuplets are difclofed 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham, Heareyou fir, 
What is the reafon that you vfe me thus? 
Tlou’d youeuer, but it is no matter, 
Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, and Dogge willhauehisday. Exit Hamlet 

King. I pray thee good Horatiowaite yponhim. and Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in our la{tnights {peech, 
Weele put the matter to the prefent push : 
Good Gertrard {et ome watch ouer your fonne, 
This graue fhall haue a liuing monument, 
Anhoure of quiet thirtie fhall we fee 
Tellthenin patienceour proceeding be, — Exennt. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this fir, how fhall you {ee the other, 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Hors. Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sirin my hart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleepe, my thought ] lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, rafhly, 
And pray{d be rafhines for it: let vs knowe, 
Our indifcretion fometime ferues vs well 
When our deepe plots doe pall, & that fhould learne vs 
Ther’s a diuinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough hew them how wewill. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 
My fea-g owne {carft about mein the darke 
Gropt] to find out them, had my defire, 
Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
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My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graund commifsion ; where I found Horatio 
A royall knauery,an exaét command 
Tarded with many feuerall forts of reafons, 
Importing Denmarkes health, and Englands to, 
With hoe fuch bug ges and goblines in my life, 
That on the fuperuife no leafure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding ofthe Axe, 
My head fhould be ftrooke off. 
Hora. Vit pofsible ? 
Ham. Heeres the commision, read it at more leafure, 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 
Hora. I befeechyou. 
Ham. Being thus benetted round with villaines, 
Or I could makea prologue to my braines, 
They had begunne the play, I fat me downe, 
Deuifd a new commifsion, wrote it faire, 
Tonce did hold it as our ftatifts doe, 
A bafeneffle to write faire, and labourd much 
How toforget that learning, but firnow 
It did me yemans feruice, wilt theu know 
Theffeét of what I wrote 7 
Hora. 1 good my Lord. 
Ham. Anearneftconiuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull tributary, 
As loue betweene them like the palme might florifh, 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland weare 
And {tand a Comma tweene their amities, 
And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 
That onthe view, and knowing of thefecontents, 
Without debatement further moreor leffe, 
He fhould thofe bearers put to fuddainedeath, _ 
Not fhriuing time alow’d. 
Hora. Howwas this feald ¢ 
Ham, Why euen in that was heaven ordinant, 
I had my fathers fignet in my purfe 
Which was the modill of that Danifh feale, 
Folded the writ vp in the formeof th’other 
Subcribe it, gau’t th’impre(sion, plac’d it fafely, 
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The changling neuer knowne : now thenext day 
Was our Sea fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already. 

Hora. So Guyldenfterne'and Rofencraus goe too't. 

Ham. They are not neere my confcience, their defeat 
Dooes by their owne infinnuation growe, 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the paffeand fell incenced points 
Of mighty oppofits. 

Hora. Why what aKing is this! 

Ham. Doossit not thinke thee ftand me now vppon? 
He that hath kild my King, and whord my mother, 
Pop’tin betweene th’eleétion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Anglefor my proper life, 
And with fuch cufnage, i'ft not perfect confcience ¢ 
Enter a Courtzer. 
Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmarke. 
Ham. Thumblethanke you fir. 
Dooft know this water fly ¢ 

Hora. Nomy good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftateis the more gracious, for tisa vice to know him, 
He hath much land and fertill : let a beaftbe Lord of beafts,and his 
crib fhall ftand at theKingsmeffe, tisa chough, but as Ifay, fpaci- 
ousin the poflefsion of durt. 

Cour. Sweete Lord, if your Lordfhippe were at leafure, I fhould 
imparta thing to you from his Maieftie. 

Ham. Iwill receaue it fir withall dilligence of fpirit , your bonnet 
to his right vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour. [thanke your Lordfhip, it is very hot. 

Ham. Nobelieue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. Itisindefferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham, Butyct methinkes itis very fully and hot, or my complec- 
tion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, itis very foultery, as t’were I can- 
not tell how :my Lord his Maieftie bad mefignifietoyou , thata 
has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. Ibeleech youremembet. 

Cour, Nay good my Lord for my eafein good faith, fir here is newly 

comto Court Leertes,belieue me an abfolute gentlemen, ful of moft 
Nz excellent 
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excellent differences, of very {oft fociety , and great Showing: jn- 
deedeto {peake fellingly of him , heeis the card orkalender foe 
try :for you fhall find in him the continent of what part a Gentle. 
man would fee. 

Ham. Sit, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though T 
know to deuide him inuentorially, would dofie th’arithmaticke of 
memory, and yet but yaw neither in refpe€t of his quick faile, but 
in the veritic of extolment, I take him to be a foule of great article, 
& his infufion of (uch dearth and rareneffe, as to make true dixion 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, & who els would trace him,his 
vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour, Your Lordthip {peakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham, The concernancy fir, why doe we wrap the gentlemanin 
our more rawer breath? 

Cour. Sir. 

Hora. Ift not pofsible to vnderftand in another tongue, you will 
too't fir really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman. 

Cour, OF Laertes. 

Hora. Flis purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent, 

Ham, Of him fir. 

Cour. 1 know you are notignorant. 

Ham. J would you did fir, yet in faithif youdid , it would not 
much approoue me, well fir. 

Cour. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertesis. 

Ham. 1 dare not confeffe that, leaft I fhould compare with 
him in excellence, but to know a man wel, were to knowe himfelfe. 

Cour. Imeane fir for this weapon, but inthe imputation laideon 
him, by them in his meed, hee’s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham. That’stwo of his weapons, but well. 

Cow, The King fir hath wagerd with him {ix Barbary horfes, 
againgft the which hee has impaund as J take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poynards, with their alsignes, as girdle, han ger and fo. Three 
of the carriages in faith, are very deareto fancy, very reponfiue to 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberal! conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages? 
Hora, [knew you muft be edified by the margent ere you had 
done 
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done. 
Cony. The carriage fir are the hangers. 
Ham. The phrafe would bee more Terman to the matter ifwee 
could carry acannon by our fides, I would it be hangers till then, 
but on, fix Barbry horfes againft fix French {words their afsignes, 
and three liberall conceited carriages , that’s the French bet a 
gainft the Danith, why is this all you call it 2 
Cow. The King fir,hath layd Maia ina dozen pafles betweene 
your felfeand him, hee fhall not exceede you three hits, hee hath 
layd on twelue for nine , and it would come to immediate triall, if 
your Lord fhippe would vouchfafethe anfwere. 
Han. How it I anfwere no? 
Cour. 1 meane my Lord the oppofition of your perfon in trial]. 
Ham, Sir I will walke heerein the hall, ifit pleafe his Maieftie , it 
is the breathing time of day with me, let the foilesbe brought, the 
Gentleman willing , and the King hold his purpofes ] will winne 
for himand I can, if not, J will gaine nothing but my fhame, and 
the odde hits. 
Cour. Shall I deliueryoufo? 
Ham. To this effect fir, after what florifh your nature will. 
Cour. [commend my duty to your Lordfhippe. 
Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe , there are no 
tongues els for’s turne. 
Hora. This Lapwing runnes away with the fhell on his head, 
Ham. A did fir with his dugge before a fuckt it, thus has he and 
many more of the fame breede that I know the drofly age doteson, 
only gotthe tune of thetime, and outofan habit ofincounter, a 
kind of hifly cole€tion , which carries them throughand through 
the moft prophane and trennowed opinions, and doe butblowe 
them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 


Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Maieftie commended him to you by young 
Oftricke, who brings backe to him that you attend himin the hall, 
hefends to know:f your pleafure hold to play with Lertes, or that 
you willtake longer time? 

Ham. Tam conftant to my purpofes,they followe the Kings plea- 
fure, ifhis fitnes {peakes , mine is ready : now or whenfoeuet , pro- 
uided I befo ableas now. 

N3 : Lord. 
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Lord. The King, and Queene, and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queene defires you to vfe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. Sheewell inftruéts me. 

Hors. You will loofemy Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo, fince he went into France, I haue bene 
in continuall praétife, Ifhall winne atthe ods; thou would’ft not 
thinke how ill all’s heere about my hart, but itis no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. Itisbutfoolery, but itis fuchakinde of gamgiuing , as 
would perhapes trouble a woman. 

Hora. Ifyour minde diflike any thing, obay it. J will forftal their 
repaire hether, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Notawhit, we defie augury,thereis {peciall prouidencein 
the fall of a Sparrowe, ifitbe, tis not to come, ifit be not to come, 
it will be now, ifit be not now, yet it well come, the readines is all, 
fince no man of ought he leaves, knowes what ift to leaue betimes, 
letbe. 

A table prepara. sl viimpets, Drums ana offic ers with Cu{lron 5 
King, Oucene, and all the flate, Foiles, daggers 
and Laertes. 


King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Giue me your patdon fir, I haue doneyou wrong » 
But pardon’t as you area gentleman, this prefence knowess 
And you muft needs haue heard, how Iam punnifht 
With afore diftraGion, what I haue done 
That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heare proclame was madnefle, 
Walt Hamlet wronged Laertes? neuer Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway, 
And when hee’s not himfelfe, dooes wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet dooes it not, Hamlet denies it, 
Who dooesit then ¢ his madneffe. Ift befo, 
Hamletis of the faction that is wronged, 
His madneffe is poore Hamlets enimie, 
Let my difclaiming froma purposd euill, 
Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 


That I haue fhot my arrowe ore the houfe 
And 
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And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Lam fatisfied in nature, 
Whofe motiue in this cafe fhould ftirre me moft 
To my reuendge, but in my tearmes of honor 
| fland a loofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Maifters of knowne honor 
T hauea voyceand prefident of peace 

To my name vngord :butall thattime 

I doe receaue your offerd loue, like loue, 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. 1 embrace itfreely , and will this brothers wager 
franckly play. 
Gite vs the foiles. 

Laer, Come, one forme. 

Ham. llebe your foile Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall likea {tarrer’th darkeft night. 

Stick fiery ofindeed, 

Laer. You mocke me fir. 

Ham. No by this hand, 

Kg. Giue them the foiles young Ofvicke, cofin Hamlet, 
You knowe the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layed the ods a’th weeker fide. 

King. | doenot feareit, I hauefeene you both, 
But fince he is better,we haue therefore ods. 

Laer. This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

Flam. This likes me well, thefe foiles haue all a length. 

OSir. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the {toopes of wine vpon that table, 

If Hamlet gue the firftor fecond hit, 

Orquitin anfwere of the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire, 

TheKing fhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Vnice fhall he throwe, 

Richer then that whieh foure fuccefsiue Kings 

Jn Denmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue me the cups, 
And let the kettle to the trumpet {peake, 

The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 


The Cannons to the heauens, the heauen to earth, 
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NowtheKing drinkes to Hamlet,comebeginne. Trumpets 
And you the Iudges bearea wary eye. the while, 
Ham, Come on fir. 
Laer. Come my Lord. 
Ham. One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Judgement. 
OStrick. Anan a very palpable hit. Dram, trumpets and (bot. 
Laer, Well, againe. Florifh, a peece goes off. 
King. Stay, giue me drinke, Hamlct this pearle is thine. 
Heeres to thy health : giue him the cup. 
Ham. Ile play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 
Laer. I doeconfeft. 
King. Our fonne fhall winne. 
Quee. Hee’s fat and {cant of breath, 
Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 
The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrard doe not drinke. 
Owece, Twillmy Lord, I pray you pardon me. 
King. Itis the poy{fned cup, it is too late. 
Ham. I darenot drinkeyet Madam, by andby. 
Quce. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer, My Lord, Ile hit him now. 
King. Idoenot think’t. 
Laer. And yet itis almoftagainft my confcience. 
Ham. Comefor the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 
I pray you pafle with your beft violence 
J am fure you make a wanton of me. 
Laer, Say you{o, come on. 
OS. Nothing neither way. 
Lacy. Haue at younow. 
King. Part them, they are incentft. 
Ham, Nay comeagaine. 
Ostr. Looke to the Quecne there howe. 
Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is it my Lord ¢ 
Oflr. Howitt Laertes ¢ 
Laer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne {prindge OWick, 
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Tamiuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 
Ham. How dooes the Queene? 
King, Shee founds to feethem bleed. 
Quee, No, no, the drinke, the drinke, 6 my deare Hamlet, 
The drinke the drinke, I am poyfned. 
Ham, Q villanie, how let the doore be lock’t, 
Treachery, feeke it out. 
Laer. It is heere Hamlcr, thou art flaine, 
No medcin in the world can doe thee good, 
Intheethere is not halfe an houres life, 
The treacherous inftrument isin my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praGtife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loeheere I lie 
Neuer to rifeagaine, thy mother’s poy{ned, 
I canno more, the King, the Kings too blame. 
Ham. The point inuenom’d to, then venome to thy worke. 
All, ‘Treafon, treafon. 
King. Oyet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Hearethou inceftious damned Dane, 
Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere? 
Follow my mother. 
Laer. Heisiuftly ferued, it is a poyfon temperd by himfelfe, 
Exchange forgiueneffe with me noble Hamlct, 
Mineand my tathers death come not vppon thee, 
Nor thine on me, 
Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 
J am dead Horatio, wretched Queeneadiew. 
You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes, or audience to this aa, 
Had [ but time,as this fell fergeant Death 
Is {trict in his arreft, dT could tell you, 
But let it be 5 Horatio] am dead, 
Thou liueft, report me and my caufea right 
To the vnfatisfied. 
Hora. Neuer belieueits 
Tam morean anticke Romainethen a Dane, 
Ticere’s yet fome liquer left. 
Flam. Astharta man 


Giue me the cup, let g0e, by heauen Ile hate, 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 


O god Horatio, what a wounded name 
Things ftanding thus vnknowne, fhall I leaue behind me? 

If thou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, 

And inthis harfh world drawe thy breath in paine A marcha 
To tell my {tory : what warlike noife is this ¢ farre off. 


Enter Ofrick. 
Ofr. Young Fortenbraffe with conqueft comefrom Poland, 
Toth’embafladors of England giues this warlike volly. 
Ham..O J die Horatio, 
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 
I cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 
But] doe prophecie th’elle€tion lights 
On Fortinbraffe, he has my dying voyce, 
So tell him, with th’eccurrants moreand leffe 
Which haue folicited, the reftis filence. 
Hora. Now cracksa noble hart, good night {weete Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 
Why dooes the drum come hether ? 


EnterFortenbraffe, with the Embaffadors. 
For. Whereis this fight ¢ | 
Hora. What is it you would fee? 
Ifought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 
Foy. This quarry cries on hauock, 6 prou'd death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell, 
That thou fo many Princesat a fhot 
So bloudily haft ftrook ? 
Embaf: The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late, 
The eares are fenceleffe that fhould giue vs hearing, 
To tell him his commandmentis fulfild, 
That Rofencrausand Guyldenflerne are dead, 
Where fhould we haue our thankes? 
Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it tlvability of hife to thanke you 
He neuer gaue commandement for their death ; 
But fince fo tump vpon this bloody queftion 


You 


wiley 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Youfrom the Pollack warres, and you from England 
Are heerearriued, giue order that thefe bodies 
High ona ftage be placed to the view, 
And let me {peake, to yet vnknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall you heare 
Of carnall, bloody and vnnaturall acts, 
Ofaccidentalliudgements, cafuall flaughters, 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe 
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 
Falne onthinuenters heads : all this canT 
Truly deliver. 

For. Let vs haftto heare it, 
And call the nobleft to the audience, 
For me, with forrowe I embrace my fortune, 

I hauefome rights, of memory in this kingdome, 
Which now to clame my vantage doth inuite me. 
Hora. Of that I fhall hauealfo caufe to {peake, 
And from his mouth, whofe voyce will drawe no more, 

But let this fame be prefently perform’d 
Euen while mens mindes are wilde, leaft more mif{chance 
On plotsand errores happen. 

For, Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a fouldier to the (tage, 
For he was likely, had he beene put on, 
To haue prooned moftroyall ; and for his paffage, 
The fouldiers muficke and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him : 
Takevp the bodies, fuch a fight as this, 
Becomes the field, but heere fhowes much amiffe, 
Goe bid the fouldiers fhoote. Exeunt. 
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